deeper, doesn't it, to think that this monster is still 
at-large? It makes you seethe and hate all the more. 


This man—this total stranger—has proven himself 


capable of a crime that created such an immense 
cavity in your soul that, perhaps, the only way to plug 
it up will be by becoming the person you never 
thought you could let yourself become. You almost 
have to allow yourself the chance to be consumed by 
hatred and blinded by confusion over injustice and 
human cruelty, so that everything else that was 
previously important to you—empathy, sympathy, 
gentleness, care, and concern—doesn't kill you by 
their weight and unmanageability. Those things you 


thought were real before are now too cumbersome and 


ungainly. Those feelings have to be changed. The 
lines in your face, the stretch marks on your belly, 
and the gray in your hair all must attest to something 
new. Something unplanned and unprepared for. 
Something that reflects how life truly is. Something 
that blots out all the tenderness and care and 
fantastic daydreams and naive misconceptions about 
love and equality. Something true and real. 

| don't know the answers to provide so that your 
confusion and hurt and loneliness could be lessened. 
| don't know what someone can do for someone like 
you. | know that you'll be a new person, starting from 
the day Lisa was abducted and continuing on, forever 
forming, until the day you die. You know, l'm sure 
you'll learn more about yourself and your friends and 
families and your place here on earth. Perhaps you 
can find some modicum of comfort in the start of a 
new beginning. A new outlook. A new life. 


Good luck, best wishes, 


SPECIAL 


ONE 


This is what you like. 


You like scenes like that. 

When those two boys pull their pants down. When 
you see their smaller crumpled uncircumcised cocks 
and budding balls. Black Italian pubic hair and their 
stomachs with teenage muscles boarding down at 
their thighs. 

That little boy hops up on that medical table with 
that bright playful smile. His penis was so thin. And 
jutted out straight like the tiniest hard-on. The size of 
a half roll of dimes, but soft, very soft with 
transparent dark Japanese skin with a thin nib of 
foreskin and a tight nut of tender balls set right up 
and safe. Just two fingers around its width and soft 
pinch motions like a careful tweeze. 

That emaciated mouth with its gaunt dark five-o'- 
clock features and deep set AIDS death eyes shutting 
and collapsing in a fattish pair of naked thighs. A 
huge fat hard cock standing straight up and out and 
greasy from base to thick red knob for the death knell 
mouth. Who's too tired to suck to completion. Who's 
out of breath and near imploding just from working on 
what he wants: that long heavy fuck stick dripping 
with his life, his disease, his absolutely everything in 
every waking moment. 

You unzip the space between those black jeaned 
legs and reach your palm inside. Your other hand 
moves to pop the button at his waist and you quickly, 
magically, drop the pants and shorts to his bent knees 
all in one breeze. Half soft, not near hard long cock 
that you jimmy back and up taking in its thickness 
and length and malleability. You like it that way. Long 
and getting longer but not dedicated to the fast quick 
pump designed for nothing else but frenzied 
mechanical worry. You want to see it now. And maybe 


impress. And stick your finger inside the piss hole. 
That you spread with two pinching fingers and leer 
inside the reluctant slit lips. Taste it wet with your 
sloppy tongue, envelop with your breathy mouth. Over 
the head and down, raise back up and stroke the base 
with your tongue. Then look at it: glistening hard 
cock, red and veiny and meaty and do those pulls. 
That slink. That limb. That pack of egg jutted hairy 
weight in your hand, cup its warm heat base with the 
tips of your fingers. Now lick and suck and run 
through your head again. Suck it all in. Lick it all up, 
hot hard muscle with balls and cum inside waiting for 
your head to just suck it all out; just lick and taste 
the pre-cum and that hard shaft and bulbous fat 
helmet with its defined raised edges. Smooth tough 
head and sliding thin skin that takes a tight 
unfrightened untender fist to move and give. Stroke 
fast with your hand, now your empty head, now with 
your fingers and lose any sense of position or care 
except that fat suckable cock in your hands; in your 
face; inside your sick little hot mouth. That bubble 
dot salt lick cum, thick wads of splooshing digested 
smelly greasy jism. Cloudy white and watery and 
uncontrollably splashing out and spitting sperm on 
your face mouth and hair and chest and shirt and 
pants and you're kneeling in it. 

Because this position has become more... 
interesting for you. Another wall. Another what... 
tongue, hand, another short dicked middle-aged loser 
that's too scared to suck it and only wants to see it. 
Wants to jerk it; caress it and, if he’s really daring, to 
stick his little tongue out and just—lick—the shaft 
never going near the head. The kind you pull out and 
have to look down to see if your cock’s wet at all. 


Another hole. Another mouth. Another fuck of that 
wall in total black with your knees bent and your 
stomach fucking hitting press board. 

No, this has become it. Until you leave. Zipped 
up after jerking yourself off during the forgetful frenzy 
and heads down out the door, checking the stairs and 
splashes out in the cold light heat of real life and day. 

You like scenes like this. Until you've done them. 
After you deflate. After you feel some other. After you 
feel weakened and controlled and angry and sad and 
desperate and suicidal. Atrophied. 

So you look at the photos. 

And remember where you got them: that 
information is always right there no matter where you 
focus. 

The mail that worked—amazingly—and can those 
cocksuckers still come banging into your house? 

The pedophiles you had to fuck and suck with. 

The suitcase you had to stuff so carefully and 
nervously. 

Pregnant women are absolutely disgusting. 
Bloated sick things pressed and stretched out so 
hideously, so hugely, so obscenely outside of 
themselves. Their fat puffed faces and sweat at their 
weight and uncomfortable with all that churning 
disease and bodily waste. That pure gross blank 
cunting stupidity. Sick animals trussed up in female. 
Pigs ready to split and pop and discharge insecurity 
and inadequacy and clinging, grasping uselessness. 

Want to slice open that belly. With a thicker than 
usual dirty gray and browning razor blade. Make a 
thick tendon slash to deep cut to spread thick loaves 
of meat and flat tight bucket plastic flesh. Quick 
then, no longer sensual or slow or first cut obsessive, 
but haphazard arm length digs and slits that cross 
and slice into each other forming chunks and strips 
and pouring bloody pits. 

You don’t want to see that baby. That thing. That 
little premature wasted growth. Bat it into pulp. Along 
with the matted agony—screaming, howling shrieking, 
biting, gnawing, attacking—head of its mother. 
Smashing her forehead and hairdo that's too wiry and 
pregnant to fix. Destroying and slamming her face into 
her fleshy cheeks that rip and tear into jagged 
bleeding skull and cracked shard stumped teeth. 
Fucking whore face that carries such a sick thing; 
fucking whore face that drank as much cum and 
sucked so many cocks and got fucked the wrong way 
too many times. 

No abortion this time, you cunt? 

You beast. Pig. Slag. 

You cheap street whore. 

No abortion this time; what—no money, no time, 
no care; a rutting pig that said okay let's spread and 
shit this one out, shall we? 

How many times have you had that vacuum 


cleaner jammed up into that queasy pit and had your 
guts swept? 

How many fat cocks have you lowered your face 
onto. And how many of your suitors told you: 

Just let my dick lay in your mouth. 

Don’t move. Don't suck. 

Let me fuck your face. 

And then he did it. Held your hard female 
existence in-between his hands and pumped into your 
face. Propelled and jerked his hips in rhythm to his 
own cock while he used your head as his toilet. 

Like a spittoon. 

Like his piss soaked handkerchief or a bucket. 

And you just knelt there. And later, after you 
decided what you really wanted, right, mother, later 
you decided to take that spit he deposited into your 
skull and think about the possibilities of a brand new 
meaning. So you splayed your old bag thighs and took 
some of that into your flabby sick belly and now you 
walk around, stumble around, saunter around, hide 
and quake and beat and bleat and poke and fart and 
press and weep with that clawing parasite swimming 
in that tumorous shell you call the mess that is you. 

Smashed, split and torn female flesh. Female hair 
matted with thick black oily blood. Teeth and shut 
swollen tight eyes, broken nose and slashed meat 
cheeks. Dead ripped through womb. Stopped and 
raped pit of a life, easy cunt getting higher and higher 
and bloodier and more and more like you. 

You'll fuck that hole. You'll fuck that wound. That 
sewer. Now that she’s crying. And swearing. And 
screaming. And blathering, blood and spit and pain 
and woman shrieks. Fuck that cunt. That hole in her 
face. Cut your beating pumping cock on her jagged 
teeth you cunt you fucking prostitute. 

You like those photos. 

You have that video. 

Of that little hand extending down to another 
smaller, baby’s hand. 

That little boy grabbing that other little boy and 
walking. 

A little clean white hand extends itself down to 
another, littler, hand that rises up to meet it. So 
naturally. The slightly larger hand clasps around the 
oh so small barely formed hand and gently guides it 
forward. Both sets of arms are wearing full winter 
jackets and clothes. You see nothing. You see nothing 
now except the hands. Though the video screen 
captures everything else in the vicinity including the 
third boy leading the way out of the mall. 

Fuzzy blurred squared mechanical video slow 
motion. And in real time, it is just too pure. Too 

immediate and clean. Perfect, that way. The little tot 
has his other hand stuck in his parka pocket even. His 
hood over his head; ready to leave, to be taken 
anywhere. Just a nearly three-year-old baby. Slightly 


uneasy only due to the newness, you're sure, of the 
situation. They're holding hands. The older one— 
ten—knew to drop his hand and—help—the little one. 
The little one knew, without any thought at all at such 
a young state, to gently allow himself to be held and 
taken. On an adventure. Or wherever. Now. This 
instance. 

And the video. And the video shot. The stills. Are 
everything. Are everything and more. 

You've seen child pornography. You've seen a 
child on a bed, naked and barely female, waiting, 
lying flat on her back, looking, staring to the side then 
up and to the wall next to her body, for this man to 
mount and enter and slam back in and out into her 
tiny skinny corpus. 

y You've seen the squashed lapped cock of an older 
hairy man sat underneath the unbudging hairless 
hairless seat of such a little girl made to squat over 
and attempted on his meat. 

Of the directions given to the children. Take his 
willy. Take his willy in your mouth. Pet her bunny. Pet 
and pat it like you want her to, you know, enjoy it. 
Kiss her. Now lower your head. 

Adults careen by the video blip. And the children 
walk out. Outside of the video eye. There’s other 
shots. But this one. With the hands and the easy 
stroll and the little hooded parka and easy trust and 
determined lead out of the mall. Is everything. 

The suckled baby cock. The pulled back foreskin. 
The battery down the anus. The bloody head and the 
beating with the railroad tie. The sex. The youthful 
sex discovering angry motherfucker gin soaked retard 
burning knowledge is everything there in that shot. 
The baby's family that acted just right. The boy's 
mother and missing father. The unemployed lout and 
two other children; to special schools and 
euphemisms are so perfectly there in that image. 

You have many, many shots from family notebooks 
and drawers, newspaper captions and headlines. Eyes, 
salty beard hard teeth and sloppy. Glasses, sometimes 
obscured in shades, sometimes glint and laughs. 

Chubby faced Caroline Hogg. Pageboy cut Sarah 
Harper. 

And Robert Black in his prison overalls in 
handcuffs. His hands out of shot. His hands and 
fingers cut off by the square border that allows abuse: 
DEPRAVED BLACK IS LED AWAY TO JAIL. 

He had the little murmuring ball bound and 
trussed and tossed in the back of his van. 

He liked to finger-fuck. He said he wanted to see 
how big these little girls were inside. Inside their little 
twelve- or nine- or so-year-old bodies. Inside that 
quim. 

And he fucked them up there. 

And squeezed his finger up inside the emerging 
hairless cunt. 


Those fingers that you can’t see in that shot. 

His cock in the triangle formed between the 
handcuffs and hands underneath the thin garment jail 
issue. 

Fingernails and long hairy man’s rough finger. Up 
and out inside feeling and poking and taking it all in 
from their small bald shut cunts. 

Inside Caroline Hogg. 

Black big eyes. Black and white newspaper grays 
all through her chubby cheeks and clean toothy grin. 
Big eyes. Blonde. Mouth. Slightly edged up and her 
head tilted just so barely. Black, big eyes that 
watched Robert Black move his dick around to her. 
And lick that dirty finger. And start to poke and slip 
and force. And lick it again. And thrust and enter and 
puncture. And taste it all up. 

Like the videos you saw. And jerked off to. Pause. 
Right there. Those little bones and skinny jiggling firm 
butt bounce up on the sat pushed cock. 

That toothy grin. Fuck it. Fuck it. 

That photo of her at her friend's birthday party 
wearing a dress. Taken just four hours before Black 
had her. Had her do exactly—anything—everything— 
he ever would have wanted. 

So small. Her thin girlish arms extended in front 
of her, watching the other children, out of shot, 
playing around her. Biting her bottom lip. Blonde hair 
pulled up to the back of her head in a big pony tail 
behind her. And those big eyes. Small cute nose and 
flat thin body. 

And the one that Susan Maxwell's mom gave to 
the press: of her in her pajamas with her pageboy cut 
too: but fuller and blacker and more perfect than 
Sarah Harper. 

Between seven and thirteen. Darling, girlish smile 
waiting to be violated. Waiting to see and be fucked 
and knowing it: no tits at all. 

Did he fuck her. Cum on her. Inside her. Bite 
those pinkish unformed nipples and thick unexposed 
gash so clean and taut and uninvited. So unused. Just 
as much as a whore not wanting to happen. Stick it 
inside her whole tiny limby body, right up to her 
fucking wet soft brain. 

Let her go and watch her cut herself with scissors 
and a stiff hairbrush. 

Lesley Ann. Always. So many nice shots. And 
you've seen the shots of her praying. The porno shots 
taken of her crying and not wanting to be fucked or 
even away from her mom. 

Her day dragging on and on. All this away from 
her safety. With that cock and those big hands and 
orders. The threats and worry and whys. Her violent 
head choked death. 

Pray. 

Put it in. Or she'll hit you. 

Lesley Ann, with your pretty white beads. 


Like that faggot who sucked him off and wanted 
it. Like that faggot who sat on the settee waiting for 
him to fuck his face with his cock. His understanding. 
His degradation. His acquiescence. His readiness. To 
pp on that cock that fucked little children on 
its end rammed up through tiny flat holes; so tight 
and raw and unopened and forced and dragged all the 
a ce Did you lick it? Pull the foreskin back 
and press your tongue to that hole. That tasted like 
little Lesley Ann. Like a vagina. Like a little boy’s 
asshole. And their faces. 

Fuck it, suck it. Now, cocksucker. 

Little baby crying for his mother. 

Bawling and grasping for his mother. 

Buried with her skull cut in half. v 

Robert Black's fingers. Underneath the pajamas 

and inside that—crying, quivering, shaking, 
whimpering—body of the little baby once held and 
fretted over and doted on. Unprotected and available 
little babe. 

Gives the boy his baby hand. x 

That stink on their ten-year-old hands, getting f 
older and remembering what they did: maybe seeing it 
for the first time. Or maybe churning it slowly, steadily 
into something the prodders—psychiatrists, doctors, 
parents, hardened peers—can live with. So, day by 

can live with it. 
nnn boy's back walking away. Holding hands. 
His dirty face inside and not seen by the camera. His 
face that his mother and father easily recall. And that 
you reconstruct from their memories. And from the 
photos they shared with the world. 

Which makes it better. This is the shot mom and 
dad fetched from their upstairs memory box. And 
held. And gave away with all the best intentions. 

hat you cum to. 

hie built just for this. Photographed for 
just this reason. Molested and hurt and murdered just 
for you, just for this shot. 


TWO 


| want to ask you to describe a specific fantasy. What would you 
like to do—what would you do with the body of a little boy? 


Why a little boy? 
I'd just like to hear— 
Why not a little girl? 
You can describe— 
Or an old woman, or a middle-aged woman—how 
about my mother? How about the kind of pig cunt 
you'd find attractive? 
You can do any one of those. But | would like to hear 
about what you'd do with the body of a boy and 
sooner, or later, we'll get around to it. 


Are you trying to ask me what | masturbate to? 


Do you fantasize about children? Do you masturbate 
to ideas of little boys? 


Is the jerking off part significant? What if | just 
like... what I read in the newspaper? 


What do you like? What do you look for—what would 
you like to see? 


I'm sure | see the same thing as you. In fact, I'm 

sure we even enjoy the same things in what we 

see, which is where I'm sure your problem lies. 
And is it just a problem for me? 

Your special problem. 


Not a problem for you. 


What's a problem for me is that I'm not there—or 
| can’t trust whoever I'm lucky enough to come 


across—my fantasy would be greater access. I'd 
like to be there and watch Ann West worry about 
what to put in her letter to lan Brady. Knowing 
that she’s designing her pain for the next 
morning's news story. | would have died to sit next 
to Winnie Johnson for the five weeks it took her to 
compose the letter to Myra. Just between her and 
Myra. She begged Myra to help her find her son’s 
grave. Begged her—even talked about being on 
her knees. Imagine that—no pun intended—try 
and see yourself there as she begs the woman 
who killed her son for... anything. 

| would have loved to see more photos of 
little Lee hanging in the closet by his broken 
throat while Dodd concentrated on what to do 
next. Or to see him on the bed with this little dick 
standing up and Dodd getting hard; his 
whispering in that little ear about how he was 
going to kill the boy the next day. And the little 
darling snapping back, “no you're not.” 

Jon Venables crying to his mom: “I never, 
mum, never touched a baby.” 

Rachel Nickell’s mulatto son watching his 
blond mama getting raped to death in the bright 
morning sun. 

All potent images. If you like, though, I'm 
happy to switch genders and age groups. 


If you had Lee Iseli’s body— 

Little Lee Iseli. 
If you had little Lee Iseli in the room that Dodd had 
him, what would you like to do—or to see done—with 
his body? 

| have seen done to his body. Little boy. You 


know, I've seen some of the photos Dodd took and 
I've read his notebook. 


What do you think is most attractive in the crime 
against Lee Iseli? 


Just now? Your question. 
Do you think— 


You're desperate for me to say Macauley Culkin 
with a scissors rip between his legs— 


No, not necessarily. 


A scissors split through those thick wet lips, 
perhaps. 


Okay— 


You know how much child porn | had that the 
cops didn’t even come close to finding? 


How much? 
You know what you do with kiddie porn? 
How did the cops miss so much? 


You see films. You see pictures. You know this 
information. You see it and learn it and know it. 


I'm not sure | understand. 


Masturbating is hardly a beginning. You stick your 
dick between your hands. You stick your dick 
through a hole in the wall, you stare at the wall 
and try and guess if it's a tongue or a hand. You 
cup the space between your sac and asshole and 
stuff yourself into some mother-to-be’s wretched 
body, you look down at her tits and fake make-up 
face and you're just bound to be disappointed. 

But you sit back and watch a boy choked to 
death with a dull black army boot and you get up 
and walk out into the air the next morning. You 
see a little girl cry as she looks to the side of the 
bed that doesn't face a dingy wall and you don't 
wait for the hard cock laughing to do what you'd 
like to see. 


Sweaty mess. Sweaty fucking dog. Sweat running 
down your neck into cold drips on your back. His hair 
drenched and his chin and lower lip extended down 
and slobbering. 

Watching some old fat fuck squat in cum. 
Sticking in cum, his shoes tack and pop with every 
desperate angry molty movement of his haunches, 
shoulders and, especially, neck which bobs and 


gyrates his huge head around and up and on like a 
little spastic child painting a doorknob with way too 
much brush, time and paint. On that cock that gets 
bigger and longer that he wrenches from his lips and 
loves at. Long thing with a smooth head extending 
itself forward and up. His hand grabs it and pulls 
forward like a cup. Licks its shaft, side and bottom— 
only—and then checks it again. Pushes a finger at the 
piss-hole and wants to spread it with just one 
fingertip. 

Doesn't suck. Licks. Looks for pre-cum, wants it, 
but wants to keep it from his mouth and swallowing 
throat. 

He can only lick and pet and pull so long. He 
dishes out his cock and offers it up. Standing, his 
legs hurt in their upper thighs and his back from his 
neck to his coccyx, he pushes his hard-on into the 
sucker's face and leans into his back weight. 

He'll come this way. And he'll yank the other off. 
If he can. This way. 

A cunt has to spend a dollar—she plans—of her 
money every time she gives a blow job out here. She 
buys a hot cup of coffee from the fast food joint in 
the back and washes her mouth out by downing the 
hot black bitter in just a few gulps. She won't sip or 
blow on it. She sears the insides of her mouth, the 
roof and tongue and it even hurts when it goes down. 

She wants to burn that shit out of her face. Out of 
her head and the hole that leads into her sick body. 

Burns—and, yes, next time she'll be even more 
susceptible to the virus she doesn't think anyone 
understands. 

Spits it out. That little cottony spit she forms only 
from inside her mouth, from behind the teeth and 
against the lined rough walls and over the tongue and 
never, from below or through her nose and stomach 
face pipes. Just a mouth spit. Again and again. As 
she walks fast to get her coffee. 

Every time. 

Burn that disease out. Kill the crabs that might 
have scurried into her mouth and inside her face. The 
syphilis and chlamydia and unwashed dirt; the cheese 
that sticks to the slimy base when the tongue 
examines too much, too quick, too needingly. 

He's a lousy cocksucker. 

Fat and old and dirty and sweaty and hunched 
over a piece of ugly gnarled—big veins and smooth 
skin as it gets longer—meat, never in his mouth. So 
he can watch it and tongue at it. He didn’t suck it. 
Put it all the way in his hollow face and draw his 
cheeks in, and hump and bob back and forth on it. 
Like a faggot filling his mouth with an entire 
personality. A faggot on his knees now. In cum. 
Sticking. First he squats. Then kneels. Then sits in it. 
In cum and shit, his own spit and used napkins, 
where rubbers were discarded and picked up with 


cigarette butts underneath piss and snot and human 
dirt. 

And when he cums he wants it to be in the 
fucker’s throat. Down into it. All the way. So he pulls 
out clean and going soft and he doesn’t want to look 
down at the faggot who sucked him off. And 
swallowed his clean—unbeknownst to him—cum. 

Gonna put that cock in my mouth this time. Big 
cock. Gonna suck it. 

Gonna knead those balls this time. With my chin. 
And then tongue out that asshole. 

Gonna jam my fingers in there. And lick the shit 
off my fingers. Gonna suck the inside of his intestines 
out with my mouth, my throat, my stomach and cinch 
my hands around that juicy muscled rock-hard cock. 

Gonna swallow his cum. Gonna eat his piss-hole. 
And have him juice my mouth afterwards. A little hot 
piss mixed lube stringy after-cum and in hot drops 
and gentle streams just the way | like it. 

Fucking pig maw. Little cocksucker. Little cunt. 

What sucks your cock in a hotel room? 

What kind of twelve-year-old cunt is available to 
you. Everyday. Immediately. 

With her mouth open. Like a faggot. Like her 
mother when she opened up and closed her eyes and 
let that beast ejaculate inside her liquor soaked 
corpse and blast out the squabbling filth quaking and 
needing and bleeding. 

Fucked in the face. Into her womb. Little twelve- 
year-old prostitute runs into the Daybreak mission, run 
by some lonely fat pig with a fetish for hugs and soft 
pink nipples in her face when she shower massages 
her forty-plus sagged meat hole. 

Be careful, dear. 

Sucking those cocks, dear. Squatting on those 
cocks, dear. Pig—jerking off those hard cocks and 
trying to just use your tongue, twelve-year-old street 
whore blasted on crack and adoptive infant raped 
hatred, confusion and excuses. 

Fifteen years old. Hitchhiker with little chubby 
cheeks and safe mama's belly. Raped and her arms 
cut off. Left naked and bleeding and thought dead in 
a drainage ditch. 

Twelve-year-old boy ran away when he was only 
ten with his skinny little limbs in soccer shorts and a 
T-shirt. Had a paper bag crumpled and jammed down 
his little choking throat. 

What did her cunt look like? 

Splayed open and dead underneath a fattened 
bloated head beaten to death with a baseball bat in a 
hotel room. A thirteen-year-old cracked out cummed 
up made up face with its eyes battered shut and 
fused with blood and caked bone and flesh: that little 
thirteen-year-old slash tight and young but getting 
slack and worn from just about a year whoring her 
body and drugging her face. Cheap. 


Cigarette burns on her forehead when she was 
twelve; her emaciated fucked face that bent down and 
over cock after cock after cock in cars and roach 
motels. Fingers and cocks and tongues up that little 
new to teenage cunt: men, fat and old and desperate 
masturbated themselves in their bathrooms at home 
thinking of how they stuffed their bursting hard-ons 
into that little quim. How fucked up she was. How 
young. And skinny with stick arms and tired bone legs 
and foul dirty mouth. How that rubber felt too fucking 
tight at the base of his cock but how he forgot as she 
ran it inside and down her twelve-year-old body. 

How old are you? 

How much? 

How those lips felt on that cock. Just get it wet. 
Make it cum quicker. Use your tongue. Bend over. Tell 
me if you're tired. Tell me if I'm hurting you. Is that 
okay? 

Open your fucking eyes. 

Swallow. 

Look at that tight ass. Those flesh bags jutting 
just up at her thighs. Youth and that cunt with its soft 
hair, dirty blonde pubic hair bustled up over clean lips 
not allowed to sag or drop like so many disgusting 
mothers and old whores. 

Did those burns come from nodding out onto hot 
lit cigarettes or something worse? 

Did some old man jam his cock and balls into 
your crying face and hold your arms and shoulders 
down by sitting his weighty knees down on you. And 
then stub his hot-boxed cigarettes out on your teenage 
head. And your zits. Lights another and presses it into 
your baby flesh watching you cry or drug soak into the 
bed you little pathetic numb zombie. 

What caused that response? Didn't you move? 
Right? When you're twelve you just have to be there, 
right? With your tiny firm tits and teenage budding 
mouth and make-up and lipstick fat and unkempt 
young hair. Your cheeks and chin. Your little face. 

Those photos of you as a child—in the home of 
your adoptive parents. Where you were raped by 
another rented sibling; when you were only five. 

And your natural father is supposed to have raped 
you as an infant. 

With his fingers? With his mouth? His pre-cum 
slid and spread across your little girl's squashable 
head? 

I've seen the cute little smiles with those big 
glasses and hugs. I've seen those cheap family poses 
and warmth. 

I've seen you smile when you were twelve. 

That big dirty black or gray loose sweater that hid 
absolutely everything. From her neck down almost to 
covering her cunt—also masked underneath loose 
fitting workers’ pants. Her ratty blondish hair pulled 
up and tied above and behind her head in a mess that 


exposes that mouth and fresh oily teen pallor on 
cheeks so one can watch—perfectly—his fat wet red 
cock slide in and out its face. Against those teenaged 
lips. Baby tongue. 

She continues to talk. Waves those skinny arms 
you don't see in those hanging baggy sleeves, worn 
and stained and threadbare at the ends where she, no 
doubt, used to cup her gentle hands up inside as if 
she were cold. Or bored. Or cute. Or available. She 
tells a camera crew not to film her face—that's why 
she doesn't like them—and that they'd do better 
down the block. Where it's more interesting. 

This is what happens. Maybe not so simply, or so 
base. But purely, this is exactly what happens. 
Always. 


Please describe an abusive situation. 
From whose point of view? 
Whatever you prefer. 


An abusive situation that | prefer? 

How about one where l'm the lowest rung 
on the ladder, Then we—then you can tell me 
what my responsibilities are. Where my humanity 
lies. Or is supposed to. And then we can argue 
about—how | support that abusive situation by 
abusing from very far away. 


Go on then. 


Or would you prefer something more physical. 
Like one where | get my hands dirty— 


Why not begin there. 


—in the sense that I've actually got to wash 
them, you know... um... what | like to watch, 
right? 


Yes. 
Or are you looking for a definition? 
Please describe an abusive situation; that is all | said. 


Yes, | know that is all you said. What I'm trying to 
get at— or avoid, if you prefer, is... 

I'll tell you; I'll tell you this. | fucking can’t 
stand the idea that this abuse carries on so long 
after the victims, you know, are out of the fucking 
room. Or out of the woods. | do believe it. And | 
do trust it. And, in fact, hope for it in so many 
ways. It’s just some of these relatives just fucking 
choose to ride that reputation. They choose—they 


fucking love to live that life. And, | find, it takes a 
lot of the truth, or reality, away. It greatly 
cheapens or dirties... it greatly detracts from the 
event. 


Detracts? 
Absolutely. Do you know who Mary Vincent is? 


Yes. 


When Larry Singleton raped her, she says he kept 
calling her his “good little girl,” for her to be a 
“good little girl.” 

And | saw her on TV being interviewed, 
saying the usual: “He took away my life. This isn't 
living. This is existing.” 


And? 


“It won't—it just won't leave. | can’t escape it. | 
wake up to it every day. Just waking up to... no 
hands.” 

And they had this shot of her walking away 
from the camera. With one of her two children at 
her side. A lovely young boy and, of course, Mary 
raises her prosthetic arm up and places it around 
the boy’s shoulder, then down to the small of his 
back. And the boy—you never see his face, just 
them walking away—reaches out and holds, kind 
of fumbles, lovingly, holds her hook. As they walk 
into the sunset. 

I'm sure we don’t agree on definitions. 


THREE 


| know that a gay gentleman was found about a block or so from 
his home, passed out and near death, covered head to toe in 
blood that drenched and seeped through his clothes into his 
frozen skin. The man had been beaten in his home and had to 
make his way outside to find some help. He was cruelly attacked 
by, what police figure was, a group or more than three men. 


The gentleman still exists. Still talks and walks 
and smiles and laughs. The 126 stitches in his head 
are, however, virtually unknown to him. Such is the 
nature of AIDS dementia. Currently at his lowest ebb, 
near death with rare and brief stabs at lucidity, the 
man either refuses to acknowledge the attack or 
simply to discuss it. 

Police are most curious about the extensive 
damage done to the man's feet which, they surmise, 
would suggest a certain closeness between victim and 
abusers. His feet—heels to toes—were chewed and 
bitten through. By more than one mouth. His entire 
fag body showed healed bite marks—neck to thighs— 
but his feet mutilation was fresh and especially 
vicious. 

Meaning, maybe, that he liked it. 

And that it went too far. And, maybe still, when 
he objected—or maybe not—the abusers reacted by 
smashing his skull again and again into a faucet— 
maybe—until he shut up. Screaming to stop. Liking it 
to begin with. Asking for it. Waiting for it to start with 
a hand rubbing at his middle-aged jaded sagging balls 
and tough hanging dick. Never liking it and wishing it 
had never started. Crying with all the godless power in 
his brain for them to please just fucking stop it now. 
Unable to stop it; either by that impulse that led him 
to such an always dangerous and mysterious situation 
where the groin tug is the smile on his face, rather 
than the slow steady whisper in his noisy personality. 
Or simply physically unable to bend against the pure 
bone gnashing pain. 


DEAR CLUB MEMBER, 
IT'S VERY HARD TO INTRODUCE 


ONESELF TO ANOTHER MEMBER 
BECAUSE YOU DON'T REALLY KNOW 
WHAT TO SAY OR TO WRITE DOWN ON 
PAPER THAT WILL EITHER TURN ON OR 
OFF ANOTHER NUMBER EVEN THOUGH 
WE MAY HAVE THE SAME OR CLOSE 
SEXUAL PREFERENCE OR 
EXPERIENCES. | KNOW THAT WE HAVE 
TO BE DISCRETE AND COURTESY TO 
OTHER MEMBERS ESPECIALLY WHEN 
IT DEALS WITH ONE OR BOTH PARTY'S 
SEXUAL LIKES AND DISLIKES. I'VE 
BEEN IN THE CLUB ALMOST A YEAR 
NOW AND STILL TRYING TO FIND 
ANOTHER MEMBER WITH MY SAME 
SEXUAL TASTES. I'M STILL INTO SHIT 
AND MAYBE LIGHT S/M. BUT I LIKE 
AND LOVE SHIT AND WOULD LIKE TO 
MEET WITH YOU FOR SOME OTHER 
SEXUAL FUN. I'LL HAVE TO VISIT YOUR 
PLACE BECAUSE | LIVE WITH MY 
MOTHER AND SISTER AND THREE 
DOGS SO WE CAN'T MEET AT MY 
HOUSE. I'VE ALWAYS HAD AND LOVED 
SEX WITH YOUNG MEN 18 ON UP. AGE, 
HEIGHT, WEIGHT AND ESPECIALLY 
COLOR WHITE BECAUSE I'M WHITE 
BUT OTHER BODY MEASUREMENTS 
DON'T MATTER TO ME AND | HOPE 
THEY DON’T MATTER TO YOU. | LOVE 
THEM FROM 4 TO 12 INCHES. 


Those teeth that bit into him must've known 
about his slow death by disease. He'd been diagnosed 
ages ago and his lover from whenever had left all sorts 
of legacies and souvenirs around the apartment and 


bars. 
And he was fine up till that point. Relatively 
speaking. The attack landed him in the hospital for 
good. And then the dementia kicked in and the fetal 
position slop and wish is just days away. His brown 
and thick teeth jutting far out of his stretched gnawed 
skin under pencil thin cracked dry pink lips. His chin 
all worn skull and sunken dead eyes full of help me, 
god loves angels doesn't he and you'll never know 
what cancer feels like it eats me alive motherfucker. 

Those black cigarette burns are tattoos, those 
collapsing thread like veins that press outside his 
neck and shoulders and calves and thighs are dirt. 
The stutters and chills and flashes and dreams are 
absolutely everything now. 

He is insignificant. He is no longer who he was. 
Maybe it’s better that way. Right, darling? He suffers 
miserably, tremendously, and, if what the doctors and 
newscasters promise is really true, feels his pain and 
imploding life, his waste and worthlessness every 
fucking second of every minute of every long never 
ending day. Here in the hospital room. 

| know a man whose belly was so full of cancer 
that the operating doctors sewed him all the way back 
up only minutes after ripping him open. There is 
nothing anyone can do for him. | know he grabbed his 
sheets and twitched his ghost gray body away from 
itself and fucking screamed for me to get a fucking 
doctor and get him some more morphine shot into his 
soft burnt spine. 

Used to be you could walk into the Bijou and buy 
all sorts of good scat videos. One of the clerks there 
took my address for a mailing list and commented 
that we live close. | told him it was a post office box, 
so he asked my phone number. He told me we shared 
a lot of the same tastes and recommended a video 
where a fat biker talked to a camera that never 
strayed from his place in a shit and piss filled 
bathtub. 

Turns out he liked to be fistfucked real messy and 
having his asshole turned inside out. He was also into 
Thai kiddie porn before the market turned into teens 
with big dicks but little hair. 


MY ONLY PROBLEM IS THAT | CAN'T 
SEEM TO FIND OTHERS WHO ARE INTO 
IT AS MUCH AS | AM—HOW MUCH OF 
MY OWN BODY FOOD CAN | EAT? I'VE 
WRITTEN TO SEVERAL OTHER 
MEMBERS BUT HAVE HEARD FROM 
ONLY TWO OF THEM. | GOT SO 
WORKED UP AT ACTUALLY MEETING 
ONE THAT | WAS ALMOST COMPLETELY 
SPENT BY THE TIME | GOT THERE. HE 
SOUNDED GREAT AND HAD CREATED A 
TOILET CONTRAPTION THAT 
RESTRAINED THE RECEIVER! THE ONLY 


PROBLEM WAS THAT HE DIDN'T HAVE 
ANYTHING FOR ME—I DID ALL THE 
GIVING! 


The day things went wrong. Things went wild, 
didn’t they, honey? And neck pecks and cheek sucks 
and the first time he held a penis in his hand. When 
he was surprised at how it felt. No muscles. No bone. 
No personal response where what it did was not 
connected directly to what he wanted and, at puberty, 
what he got. Put it in your mouth. Flick your tongue. 
Stop ramming backwards with a fat hard slap. And 
relax down from your back and, for fuck’s sake, slow 
the fuck down. 

The first faggot he sucked off in a bathroom of a 
gay club. How he wanted to only suck and jag himself 
off at the same time. How it was impossible. And how 
pathetic these straight married men are at giving 
head. Aren't they? 

The first drag queen. The transsexual mess 
hookers in his front seat and that gnarled thick brown 
bunched up scar that ran across its chest as he 
swallowed and puckered drooly all over its dead little 
meat. That nigger. That boy. That guy at the bookstore 
he was told to stay away from because he was there 
every fucking day at opening. 

The piss queen with the wood floors. 

Do you know what a pessary is? 

That filthy pit. That bestial sewer that spits and 
seeps underneath all that painted-on thickness. That 
slippery slide across that white puffy face; that bright 
red hole when its horny and fucking stupid stare from 
those parasitic eyes freezing bleeding need and want. 

Pigs. Loud and laughing or shy and disarming. 
Dogs. Goats. Rats. Monkeys. Beasts. Half closed 
eyelids set to useless, reassuring moans and open 
palms against a shoulder or headrest. Those simpleton 
gritty little fuck-me teeth and friendly corpulence. 

As you piss into that fat wet hole. 

As you jerk off your cock with an image of 
anything but that matted hog's hole you slam and 
slide and slither in and out of and back again. Let's 
hear about that car crash, about that angels book 
you're finding so interesting, about what you want for 
christmas and how nice the snow looks, about how 
great those tattoos on your neck look since, yes | 
understand, that's the most painful place to get one. 

You know how | think that little scar on the cleft 
of your big fat ass is really charming. Endearing. Sexy. 
Honey. The way it digs down deep into your irritating 
soft white colored skin and loose muscles. That way | 
know some uncaring doctor actually had a chance to 
carve into your piggish cunt’s bleeding body and not 

lose himself by plunging his scalpel fast straight down 
into your giving beef flesh and ripping it up and back 
smashing and destroying your bony endorphin 
pumping spinal column. Just tearing your whole 


female existence into filthy slimy meat packing fat 

rags. 

What kind of kink was that? 

What kind of scene? 

Exactly? 

And how did this lonely gentleman get to such a 
place. After his roommate/lover/other/buddy/ 
friend/shoulder to cry on and hug and nurture and 
care and clean the vomit from the edges of his mouth 
and off the pillow and tile floor. Died. How did he 
know that this was the way to do it. Forever. Honey. 

This gentleman blacked out and revived. Woke up 
against the pain and somehow knew to save himself. 
Crawl out of the house. Crying. Dulled. Whimpering. 
Begging. After his attackers left him. Bleeding and 
soaking and bent and wracked and permanently 
damaged. 

Shoved their thick soled boots into his crotch, 
smashed his squashed cock and nerve ending balls 
into his stomach with slow grinding presses and no 
reaction. Then wind-up kicks and skinhead heavy 
stomps. Dug their black heels all the way down and 
into that skinny faggot corpse spread-eagled and 
screaming. 

Their hands clenched into red fists and claws. 
Smashing his balding small head into the iron steel 
hooked faucet. Where that skin pops and rips and 
gives way to the bone that covers his bent brain. 
Where it chips and cracks and dizzies and fades into 
bright white black. 

| know that another gentleman sleeps at night 
knowing what a boy bleeding and crying into pools of 
mama's pain looks like. When young boys could have 
their tiny meaty suburban cocks and balls and pubic 
patches gnawed and clenched and ripped off their 
squirming handcuffed teen bodies. Full of themselves 
and their girlfriends and their drugs and liquor and 
now shocked, for the briefest moment, into full frontal 
pain of pure sexual selfishness. Dean Corll, | am led 
to believe, had a mouthful of warm boy's blood in his 
throat, on his tongue and across his lips. That smell 
in his nose and under his eyes sticking to his teeth 
and gums while he forms that perfect O again as he 
leans into and up on that dangling sex pack. His 
tongue stroking the underside feeling that thick 
tendon and skin stretch and warm pulse and hair and 
musk. His teeth sharp as it just clips that little dick to 
body like those old cocksuckers who just don't know 
how to do it—and don’t care enough to do it right, 
‘cause as soon as they cum they're off their knees and 

out the door. Down to the balls, flat wet tongue taste 

and full choking mouth. That smallish heavy growth 
with fluffy tufts of teenage black bush; tight and used 
and young. All in his mouth. 

And the boys did die. They were buried and their 
bodies mutilated. This | know. The cops dug 'em up 


and found severed genitalia in plastic baggies next to 
the baby sweet mother’s memories. Thin teenage 
corpses with caved-in stomachs and flattened raw 
holes between their legs. 

This gentleman knows so much more then. So 
closer to that thought that ran in his life for so long 
now. Knowing his dead lover as he did. And loving 
him. In death. Keeping his memory alive and warm 
and real. And how it all adds up to nothing right now. 

‘Cause he doesn't recognize you. ‘Cause he only 
pretends to understand the words that flip out of your 
mouth. When he needs a laugh from you he only goes 
campy out of rote. 

The last night of freedom when he knew he was 
dying but not when. Not so soon. Not in any particular 
way. That day that sent his mind into total collapse; 
his personality shut off and garbaged. His entire 
existence reduced to the bedpans and tubes and 
shrugs and sweaty pats and please nurse can’t you get 
him something and there there honey just sleep now. 

Smashed his teeth in. Split his coconut head 
open and set into his near dead body with their teeth. 
Bit and chomped into his soft American queen's 
thighs and love handles, his stomach and nipples and 
shoulder blades and then literally ate powerfully, 
violently, brutally, the soles and tops of his feet. Cry 
you fucking rutting animal faggot: 

Whose mouth earlier fed on a penis or two or 
three. 

Whose asshole sunk around a hard billyclub or 
spraycan of black auto paint. 

Whose head was smashed and slammed into the 
bathtub's hard gritty porcelain before being pierced 
and punctured by ramming flesh and hair and bone 
up into a faucet. Who was flung around the small 
cramped room, half naked and not, bleeding from 
huge wounds and cuts and tears streaming from his 
barely there red puffed out face. 

Let me see your dick. 

Let me see your mouth. 

Let me see your asshole. Spread those cheeks 
and dig it out. Let's see your pussy, stud. Let me sniff 
that ugly rancid cunt. 

And the lambs that would protect you. And make 
excuses for you. Would just as soon slice open your 
face with a hard smash and yank and pummel. The 
fat cunt with her cracked teeth and antique table that 
offers up condoms of all shapes and flavors just in 
case the press drops by. With her new age answers for 
whores and the sexually sick; with her prim politeness 
and care for dwarves and misfits and you little dicked 
dying faggot: you worthless human time wasting plug 
hole. You cows. 

With your drag queen accent and librarian chic 
mistakes; your Chicago cheap hip and NY magazine 
debauchery. Your little celebrations and get-togethers. 


LIAL 


Your donations and discussions and ribbons and to what | hope. 


screaming greek art only filled the space in your 
ineffectual anecdotes until now. Now it’s all different. 

And some close-cropped pig in a leather jacket 
decided to fuck women exclusively like herself, rather 
than femme stereotypes or bull dyke reactionaries all 
under the umbrella of her ecumenical sadism. And 
there's room for you there, sweetheart. She doesn't 
really want it, baby, come here. Come along baby this 
is the meaning of your mission, public sex, macho 
sluts and a parade on the weekend. This is where you 
fit. 

Every two minutes a wife is beaten. A 
heterosexual woman gets AIDS. Someone with the 
exact same stink of dick breath as you finally expires 
into a sweaty spindly victim of the great plague poster 
boy. 

And while you laugh. Here in your death room. 
There in your fetal position all tied up in confusion 
and brain softening drugs and pity; while you forget. 
That some guests of yours thrashed you within inches 
of your life one particular sex night for your diary and 
friends, you certainly must remember this: 

And this is what | know. 

That disease, that virus, that's turned into cancer 
and left you alone a sweating needing bowl of pale 
skin and strings and hurting tendons affixed to bones 
affixed to transparent aching skin was triggered into 
action on that very night. 

As you talk about going out to your favorite bar 
when you leave the hospital. You're mumbling, dear. 
Your mother is dead, yes dear, | know, don’t cry. I'm 
sure she was, dear. Don't do this to us, dear. You'll be 
out soon and work is fine just now. Don't worry. When 
you return you'll have just so much to correct and 
keep you busy. 

Everyone misses you so much. 

And the girls all send their best. And one in 
particular wants to visit you—she’s so worried, she’s 
so sweet, and she loves you so much. And it would be 
good for both of you to spend time together. You're 
both very special people. 

And they think they'll never miss you—no matter 
what they say, no matter how thin their sense of duty 
and compassion is—they think they'll hate the very 
thought of your slow rotting body and face and brain; 
all collapsed now from AIDS; from the attack that 
turned you into a feeding spewing lung sucking dog. 

And this is all | know. That | like to think that 
those men who stuffed all sorts of things into your 
face hole, asshole, and like Randy Kraft maybe, broke 
off sticks inside your pisshole. And beat you with hard 
fists and boots and sharp clean teeth and thick heavy 
hard-ons, cummed on your living corpse and you 
tasted it. With your blood. 

And I'm afraid that what | know won't match up 


FOUR 


That rican on the corner. 


Standing there holding court for that squat hooded 
porker with the hideous tufts of large orange hair 
puffing and blowing out all over that square stunted 
mama head. Her fat spic greasy liver lips slathered 
over with lumpy bright pink chewable lipstick and 
covered again and again by an easy pound of lardish 
gluey poundcake make-up. Her huge oxen ass all 
bustled up and crammed into those worn tight Levis. 
Fat puckered rolled thighs and belly all blubbering 
over her meaty thick cunt lips and hot stinking bush 
and black fucking hole. Pig in a hip-hop parka and 
honking at the garbage that spills from the rican 
stud's slippery latin lips. 

He fucks that thing. That sweaty sleazy bitchy 
teenager. He strains those fine cut muscles behind 
those hand scrawled and poked gang tattoos and digs 
deep into the only personality that short dead cow has 
to offer. He cums into that hell and somehow creates 
another screaming, puking, money sucking, hole 
fucking, table clearing ant for the busy ant farm. 

And you wonder: where else does he stick that 
dick? Does he fuck men too? Just for fun? Just for 
some wet rough sport, maybe humiliating, fun? 

Would he let you suck that rican cock of his? 
Would he beat the fuck out of you if you even asked? 
Maybe he would. Maybe he would pull it out. Tease 
you while you wait for what you want and what he 
may give you. That fat rican uncircumcised fleshy 
flaccid thick meat waving at you. Held in one of those 
angry tough fists. Bunched up and threatening, 
anticipating. Let you taste it. Lick it—show him what 
you can do with your mouth before you think that the 
only difference in muscle taste is in the smell of the 
underwear that sticks to their pubic hair. Poke at the 
large curled skin at the long end of the tube that 
nestles large in your shaking palm, so gently trying to 
gauge weight and sensitivity. Brush the protruding 
teary pisshole and push your tongue’s end in and out, 
searching for some feeling, some taste, some reaction, 


some memory, some piss and cum and hole stink. 
Swallow down the smell and the filth and caress and 
slurp with your stretched mouth all up and down and 
spit and lick and stare and stroke and what would 
happen if you rubbed his tight fitting clenched ugly 
asshole with a quick flat fingertip now. Reach down 
and beat off. Pull your own hard penis and suck his 
up and down with the exact same technique. Two 
cocks all one hungry pig faggot. 

And after he cums in your face. Straight down 
your throat. On your chest and stomach; all over your 
pants and cheeks and jutting lower lip—would he 
beat you up then? And would you like him to? 
Especially now. Drenched in his cum and weak in your 
need and empty of your lust bravery. Can’t you just 
taste it now? That long rican muscle meat cock and 
hairy full balls shaking in your soaked face and over 
your head as the pain in your skin echoes the 
tightness in your sloppy mouth and jaw. The blood you 
taste in your mouth, the blackness in front of your 
eyes when you pass out and under. 

Imagine getting the wrong idea. Imagine doing all 
that work and not getting what you want. Imagine it 
being the only thing—tright then it seemed like 
always—and never finding release. Or not realizing. 
Not knowing. Imagine just stopping dead in the 
middle of numb answers and placating bits and 
scraps. 

What can you possibly control. What can you keep 
under control. 

When did you learn not to? 

Where? From whom? When you line up. And wait. 

When did you learn your manners? Where did you 
learn to wait your turn and what to do? How to towel 
her off and care for her; how to keep your cool and 
relax and line up. 

When did you learn not to turn that open gash 
into a dry scraped red worn wound? When did you 
learn to spit on your fingers and to rub grease into 


that fucking sewer so you won't tear the thin skin off 
your cock when you slam in and out of that seething 
mother’s organ. 

That technique that you so naturally apply to your 
wrist and fingers as you move effortlessly about your 
burning hard-on, positioning yourself to ejaculate onto 
her sweaty moaning whore’s head. 

How do you quell your disgust? 

How do you know when you've hit the right 
position? When you've got your clotted load into her 
eyes, nose and lovely, lovely, straight down into her 
sick gullet. Her womb. Her hole. 

How do you function? 

How do you work it all out? 

How do you know when to spin her around and 
apply a little more mucous into that fecal abscess and 
plunge into her whole boned body. Did you cum yet? 
You squirting freak pig? You fucking pig. Did you feel 
that tiny twitch that makes your joints ache, nipples 
harden and face flush? You fat beast, you hole waiting 
to happen. 

You slag. 

When did you learn not to turn this train into 
something real? Something violent and satisfying? _ 

When did you learn not to slam one after another 
into that great fat pit as she’s being kept flat down by 
her ankles and wrists. With another choking her, 
maybe, and smashing her teeth into jagged bits 
ripping down into her bloody sputtering gagging wet 
throat if she fucking dares to nip your hot dick as you 
stuff it all full into that bawling pleading spitted 
mouth. 

When did you learn to care for your sisters? 

And keep your distance? 

How do you fight that impulse? How do you feed 
that nature? 

Careful not to step in that shit. 

How do you know when to stop? How do you know 
when she’s just about dead? When have you really had 
enough? Your fill? What you deserve? 

Cheap street slut, just asking for it. Waiting to be 
filled and completed and paid. That yes. That offer. 
That sly acquiescence. that honest mutuality, that 
cheap cunt. 

And when do you learn to look back and make 
sense of it all? 

When did you learn not to? 

These gypsy mothers look to send their little 
children around. In a dirty train station in Paris— 
immaculate by american standards—Gare du Nord or 
Gare de Lyon or wherever—these filthy little sheet 
wrapped demons ply their trade. A very young boy, 
maybe eight, and a couple of older but barely twelve- 
year-old girls walk next to you as you check out the 
departure times on one of the overhanging boards. 
They tug on your sleeve and motion to their mouths; 


point to their skinny bellies completely covered by 
their fucking pastel bed sheets. They're very 
persistent. Again, not at all like Americans are used 
to. They're muttering in French over and over, 
pointing at their open mouths with hangdog eyes and 
begging for money and food. 

Dirty little rats. Darling little urchins. Special little 
devils. Flat dark complexions with a little Gaelic, a 
little soot and a little professional cartoon sympathy. A 
perfect package of annoying gall think the fat. A 
perfect picture of little fuckable screaming flesh for 
the right price dreams the degenerate. 

Chubby cheeks. How much would your cow 
mother sell that face to me for? If | could trust the 
ridiculous situation or the wretched circumstance. Or 
the mind freezing fear and spine shortening lust. In 
one of the dank bathrooms maybe? That's not what 
you want, is it, you greasy little package of manicured 
wolf. Your new teeth and do you get a chance to play 
at night or in the very early morning? Where? Inside 
some fucking tent? Some ghetto? With some hairy 
freak and fat mama vodka fucks in the bed by your 
soft tiny black haired head. Your dreamy round 
frightened face. How to unwrap that carpet? That mile 
long towel that hides and advertises those harsh 
bones and mosquito bites. 

| like the finger pointing to that deep black 
mouth, sweetheart. 

And the childish digit to the tummy as well. The 
large eyes, imitating entreaty and careful pout. Those 
cheeks are simply perfect. | see that impulse, | see 
that move, you know—my fat dirty knuckle 
eczematous long finger jutting into that lipped open 
wet hole. Those soft pinkish lips. Everything so small 
and hung dead in an open loll. Those stubby teeth 
that | scratch and push further—gently, slowly— 
staring at that fucking martian face and money gape 
sucking in every long second. Knowing and feasting 
on every blank empty feature in that little girl 
destroyed face. All the way in and down into that 
black throat, pushing down on that fat thick baby 
tongue. And making a hook with my fingers. Inside 
that mouth. My thumb on your little chin. My fucking 
filthy hand that smells like a gross fucking sandwich, 
fat meat, cheese and lard, greasy potato chips or my 
just pissed balls all inside your face. Covering the 
bottom of your head, the mouth you use to beg with. 
The mouth and chin you might try and laugh with 
when—what—when momma lets you off the leash just 
before bedtime you little flesh trader? 

Would you like some money in that cup? 

Would you like something to eat—something to 
crumble and place through those little puffed chub 
cheeks and gentle mouth, soft lips and pushy 
colorless eyes? Make a kiss. Wipe the spit off a little, 
honey. Close those burning eyes. Close your eyes. Try 


and smile. There there. Would you like something to 
fill that tight pulling forming little girl's belly? That 
thin flat stomach just there with a firm but loving 
stinging loud slap. A pat and rub. And fingers that 
can't wait to crawl a little lower. Retract. And inside. 
And a bit higher across the front to that bony chest 
and slowly compress all that taut flesh that'll just 
split and pull and scrape across those bones and 
pumping fist-sized heart and girly baby dirty thin skin. 
| like the fingers back in your mouth, little dear. | 
like my thumb maybe forcing hard down into your wet 
nestled tongue and seeing those tears start in the 
lower edges of your muddy glass eyes. Stare right 
back at me and think of the money of your momma or 
your aunt or hunchbacked papa or whatever goes with 
that incorrect existence. Think of handing over that 
money. Of those huge ugly seething smoking jailers 
spending that money. Think of them wiping out the 
cold insides of your mouth and cunt. Looking for 
bruises on your chest and throat. Flat on your back, 
up at the ceiling, now towards the sides, now down, 
looking at the blood that burst behind your worthless 
big baby eyes. Cleaning you up. Washing me off. 
Spitting and swallowing it out. Toweling you off. 

| don’t need to know. | don’t need to understand 
any facts, details or ridiculous attempts at truth. 

And | don't want you to be subhuman, 
sweetheart. l'm not interested in touching anything | 
didn't touch long before entering. Entering the whole 
deal. You're special, yes indeed. But not because of 
anything you, or the people who sell you, do. 

That cute pointing gesture and hung lazy begging 
mouth, cheap glint and board navel that points to a 
gaping... um, bloody coke bottle ripped scar and bite 
marks and a slippery wet set of mucous drenched 
fingers and spit and piss and momma's umbilical 
bleed and shit and crybaby screams and deep howls 
and confusion and hate and bright white black 
punches, kicks and cum has absolutely nothing to do 
with what you offer either way. 

| held that personality in my hand—your 
personality—in my hand before | walked in here and 
saw that small motion walking behind me. Tugging at 
my sleeve. Being so impolite and forceful and 
demanding and bad needy. So professional. 


FIVE 


Let’s make a list. 


Let's record—or we'll just try and remember, all 
right, what it is you like or don't like. Like you didn’t 
care for me sticking my tongue in your ear, did you? It 
was icky, wasn't it? 

And you weren't laughing when the pinches 
changed from tickles, huh? You like the tickling 
though, right? For awhile, right? Just for a little while. 

Do you like kisses? Just not with the tongue, 
right? And not down there, right? 

You don't like it when you get spanked do you? 
No—it makes you feel like you’ve been bad, right? 
And you weren't bad, were you? But what if | told you 
| only spanked your bottom ‘cause you've got such a 
nice round soft one—and that | was only showing my 
admiration for it? It wouldn’t change things would it? 
How 'bout if | told you it was less admiration and 
more... special. 

That wouldn't be fair, would it? That would be 
terrible, wouldn't it? 

So—let's play a different game, all right? Let's 
see if you know how to read—do you? 

Let's look at this. 

Look at this, do you know who this is? 

Do you think he’s ugly? And scary? 

Read this line here. 

THEY HAD NO IDEA WHO HE WAS, BUT HE IS A 
CUNNING DEVIL AND ANYTHING COULD HAVE 
HAPPENED. 

Do you know who the devil is? 

That's not really him, is it? No—that’s not the 
devil at all, is it? 

Read here. 

PEOPLE SHOULD REMEMBER THAT THE LAST 
TIME HE WAS WITH A CHILD WAS WHEN HE HAD 


HIS HANDS ROUND THE NECK OF MY LITTLE GIRL. 

That sounds terrible, doesn’t it? 

What's going on there? 

See—did you read the bit above that? 

IT'S SICKENING TO LET BRADY TOUCH 
ANOTHER CHILD. 

Who's saying that? Is it the mother of the child 
that died or is it the man in the picture? Of course, 
it’s the mother, isn't it? She’s talking about the man 
in the picture, right? Very good. 

Here's a good one. 

Read this. Down here. 

THE FAMILY SAID: MR. READE HAS SAID NOW 
HE DOES NOT MIND WHO COMES TO THE 
FUNERAL BUT HE DOESN'T WANT ANY CAMERAS 
CLICKING DURING THE CEREMONY. 

That's no big deal, is it? The headline—that's 
what this is—looked better. That’s the trouble with 
advertising. 

Read the big letters. 

SICK MOORS MUM'S FINAL AGONY. 

That sounds impressive, doesn't it? Do you know 
what agony is—can you believe you'll ever be this old? 

That you'll look like that? That all this soft smooth 
skin will just bleed and droop and chew into 
something like that? 

Look at that—I'll see if | can find another photo, 
sort of like a before and after shot but it'll be 
somewhat different ‘cause... see this is the mother of 
this child. See—this is what this cute little darling 
could've turned into. 

Can you believe it? 

Of course, we have to leave some room for 
bitterness and agony and regret and revenge and 


hatred—so maybe this one’s just a little more twisted 
and old than the other one would've turned into. 

Want to know what happened to the little girl? 

Read this first—this'Il give you an idea. 

“IT WAS TORTURE, THE SCREAMS ON THAT 
TAPE. NO ONE REALLY KNOWS WHAT SHE WENT 
THROUGH. | STILL HEAR HER NOW. SHE COULD 
HAVE MARRIED AND HAD CHILDREN. THAT'S A 
WHOLE GENERATION LOST.” 

Think about torture—the way she does. She's the 
mother. Think about what losing the little girl did to 
the mother. 

Look at what she says here. 

“NO ONE HAS SUFFERED MORE THAN | HAVE. 
IT'S NOT THE DYING. I'D SOONER HAVE SEEN HER 
RUN UNDER A BUS.” 

That sounds terrible, doesn't it? 

Here's a good bit. 

Read this. 

MR. NORTH SAID, “THIS WAS A CHILD LURED 
TO AN ISOLATED SPOT WHERE SHE SUFFERED 
INJURIES TO HER HEAD AND THROAT SUCH AS TO 
CAUSE HER DEATH. 

“THE INJURIES WERE AS A RESULT OF A 
CRIMINAL ACT WHICH WAS THEN ATTEMPTED TO 
BE HIDDEN.” HE DESCRIBED THE MORE SEVERE 
THROAT WOUND AS “MASSIVE.” 

THE INQUEST WAS TOLD THAT A COAT COLLAR 
SEEMED TO HAVE BEEN PUSHED DELIBERATELY 
INTO PAULINE'S NECK IN AN ATTEMPT TO REDUCE 
BLEEDING. 

That’s her. 

Do you think she’s pretty? 

Not as pretty as you, right? 

And she's dead—so it doesn’t count. Does it? 

Why do you think she had her throat cut? Who 
could do that to such a pretty girl? Right—you know 
who would do it, don’t you? So why—why would 
someone take someone as pretty as that little girl 
there and then cut her throat all up? 

Can you imagine? 

Try and imagine that. Look at that little girl and 
see if you can see her inside your mind all screaming 
and bleeding. And naked. Imagine that man there 
doing all sorts of bad things to her naked young body 
as she cries and bleeds from a gaping throat wound. 

You're getting excited aren't you? Scared? Sad? 

Do you feel bad for the little girl? 

Do you think about yourself in her position—do 
you think that it would be a horrible thing to have 
your throat cut and your body violated by that man? 

Or by any man? 

"Cause he's in jail, isn't he? 

You're safe from him. 

But all this could happen, couldn't it? 

It’s a terrible world out there if you have to be 


scared all the time, isn’t it? 

It's not fair. 

And look here—here's her father. Imagine how he 
feels. You think you feel bad, look at him. 

Read this bit here. 

“PAULINE WAS A HEALTHY AND ACTIVE GIRL. 
SHE HAD NO PHYSICAL OR MENTAL DISABILITIES. 

“THE LAST TIME | SAW HER ALIVE WAS AT TEN 
MINUTES TO SEVEN ON THE FRIDAY EVENING OF 
JULY 12, 1963. 

“SHE WAS ON HER WAY TO CORNWALL STREET 
DANCE HALL. 

“SHE WAS WEARING A WHITE AND PINKISH 
DRESS, WHITE SHOES, A PALE BLUE COAT, A 
CARDIGAN AND A GOLD COLORED NECKLACE. SHE 
HAD A RING ON HER FINGER. 

“PAULINE HAD BROWN HAIR AND SHE WAS 
ABOUT FIVE FOOT TALL.” 

Do you think that’s sad? Who's sadder—her 
father, and all that about memories, or her mother 
and the wear and tear on her face? 

Both pretty fucking sad, huh? 

Doesn't it just make you feel terrible? 

Do you believe all this shit? 

All this crying and hurting—does that sound real 
to you? Or honest? 

You'd feel terrible, right? If mommy died? Or if 
your father fucking looked as sick as that old bag of 
bones, right? But—you’re a very special case, aren't 
you? You're very selfish, right? 

Do you know what selfish is? 

But how do you think—how do you imagine your 
parents would feel if they lost you—but, wait, don’t 
answer yet—how do you think they'd feel if they lost 
you and you weren't as special as you think you are? 

You know what | mean?—like here: 

“SHE IS ALL RIGHT NOW, DEAR. SHE IS WITH 
GOD AND SHE IS PRAYING FOR YOU.” 

Even you must know that’s garbage. 

But it’s not so much the god bullshit—it’s just the 
fact that the fake sympathy really doesn’t seem 
necessary, right? 

Don’t you think so? 

How long would you like to think your parents will 
grieve after you're murdered? 

It's all over these. 

Read this one, down here. 

“WHAT KIND OF A ‘NICE GIRL’ LETS MY LITTLE 
GIRL BEG HER FOR MERCY? HOW CAN ANYONE 
THINK SHE IS A CHANGED WOMAN AFTER ALL 
THIS TIME? 

“SHE WAS NOT LED BY BRADY WHEN THEY 
KILLED THREE YOUNGSTERS. SHE IS THE EVIL 
ONE.” 

Does that sound bitter? Grieved? Pained? 

| honestly would hate to think it’s not all of those, 


but | can see you’re just a little unconvinced. 

Here. 

THE MOTHER OF MOORS VICTIM KEITH 
BENNETT HAD MURDER IN HER HEART TODAY 
AFTER SHE LEARNED THAT HER LITTLE BOY MAY 
HAVE BEEN FROGMARCHED TO HIS DEATH. 

“IF | COULD HAVE GOT MY HANDS ON BRADY 
AND HINDLEY | WOULD HAVE TORN THEM APART,” 
SAID MRS. WINNIE JOHNSON AS THE GRIM 
SEARCH FOR KEITH'S REMAINS CONTINUED ON 
SADDLEWORTH MOOR. 

See—what d'ya think? 

Do you think they're just fucking asking for it, just 
begging to live their lives like that? 

What do you trust in, honey? 

Look at this bit. 

MRS. JOHNSON, A HOSPITAL KITCHEN 
ASSISTANT, TOLD HOW SHE FELT WHEN SHE READ 
OF HER SON'S TERRIFYING WALK. 

“| WAS BUSY COOKING, BUT | JUST BROKE 
DOWN AND CRIED.” 

That’s a very sad picture, isn't it? 

Her bawling over her beans at the thought of her 
little tot marching up the moor to be murdered and 
sexually abused. 

Why you must think me terribly callous... that’s a 
terrible thing, isn’t it, honey? 

The little boy marching up, not really knowing 
what's going to happen—or what if, what if he did 
know? 

Imagine that—let's pretend the little bespectacled 
lad was told he was going to be murdered there. 
That's very exciting, isn't it? 

What if he had been raped beforehand. What if 
the tot had blood all over the inside of his trousers as 
he stumbled and fought and cried his entire way up to 
that hill? 

It didn’t happen that way, did it? 

Do you like to pretend? 

Do you like to play games—do you like to play 
grown up? 

I'll tell you what—l hate it when you second 
guess yourself—let’s look at this instead. 

Now see, here's where you're lucky. 

Apparently, I'm supposed to show you pictures of 
kiddie pornography. This, I'm told, is a technique 
whereby I'll lower your defenses and inhibitions by 
saying things like: 

See they're doing it. 

It's not so bad. 

Just try this. 

But I'm sparing you these tried and true police 
techniques and philosophies. Look at this instead. 

Do you know who she is? 

She doesn't look that special, does she? 

She looks nice though, yeah? Kinda cute and 


cheerful. Happy. Rather like yourself, right? 
She has a nice smile, doesn’t she? 
Can you smile like that? 
Turn your mouth up like this—look, do it this way, 
see, use the corners of your little mouth you stupid 
cunt. 
Just like this photo. 
Smile. Like this, idiot. 
Narrow your eyes a little bit more. 
Sort of squint. 
She has a much prettier nose than you do. 
Who do you think took this photo? Do you take 
pictures in school—where you stand in line for the 
chance to make a nice snap for mom and dad and 
gramma and grampa? 
So fucking act like that. 
Smile exactly like that photo there. 
Look—can you see anything in those little eyes 
there? Look carefully. Just a lot of little dots, right? | 
Nothing there tells you what happened—what | 
might have happened to that little darling. Right? 
Do you think she grew up into one of those beaten | 
and bitter hags | showed you earlier? f 
Do you think she grew up at all? i 
You can't tell, can you? 
Do you think—for example—that she was dragged 
out of a window during a sleep-over party with a 
couple of her friends and then strangled? 
Does that make sense from that shot? 
You don't see any blood in that shot, do you? Any 
terror or crying or worthless little baby flesh being 
kneaded and pierced and shook all over the fucking 
dirt-naked and screaming and dying underneath all 
sorts of tape, and oddly, an incredible amount of 
clothes. 
How does this work? 
Ready, yet? 
Would you rather see a film? Or some magazines 
with little nude kids fornicating in them? 
Just tell me what you want. 
Do you wish you had cheekbones like that? 
| do. Now, at least. 


What | should do—what | should do is rape you—fuck 
that cunt so it hurts, just so it fucking bleeds and 
continues to bleed and stretch that asshole so far 
apart you'll never take a shit again without thinking of 
me. 

(He stretches black electrician's tape across her 
mouth, circling it around her head, tightly clamping 
her thick handfuls of black hair stuck to her nose and 
lips.) 

Then | should cut your fucking arms off—leave 
you broken fucked and bleeding in a drainage ditch. 
And let you live, cunt. I'd like to see you turn twenty 


years old without arms; with silver steel poles jutting 
out of your shoulders and mechanical hooks for 
hands. 

(Smashes her full force with a hard fist to her little 
black taped head. Hits the plastic stringy feel of the 
tape with a loud stinging clump, splitting her nose 
open and cutting open the edges of her eye.) 

| should have fucked your face some more. | 
should have pissed down your throat a lot more. | 
wish you fucking died drowning in my piss—when | 
shoved my cock into your little mouth and came down 
your throat, and started to piss, and | pulled out to 
watch your red ugly gagging face contort and sputter. 
| should have just left me in there and felt you die 
with my pissing cock filling your lungs and red 
exploding face. 

(Starts to piss again. Holds his half-hard cock up 
to the crying mute face that shows only eyes, hair and 
a bloody nose and dribbles a few drops that spill onto 
her naked body—spills onto her chest and into her lap 
as she sits stupid in front of him, on a bed, with only 
her wrists tied behind her back. Then the piss comes 
fuller and steadier. He drenches her body.) 

You cunt. You slippery pig cunt. | just want my 
filthy piss into your wounds, you cunt. | should cut 
you in half—right down the fucking middle crossways. 
And shit in your throat, make you eat some more of 
that shit. Cut you up and leave you for no one to tell 
who you are forever. 

(Smashes his fist into her face again. Her nose 
splits across her face spilling blood onto the bed and 
her body. She falls unconscious to her back and 
bounces to her side as her hands cushion the fall.) 

You cheap cunt. 

You filthy fucking pig. 

(He cuts the rope tying her wrists together and 
slices into her wrists and backs of her hands. He lays 
her down on her back and flops her arms out to the 
sides, her legs spread before him.) 

Wake up, you cunt. 

Wake the fuck up, cunt. 

| want you to fucking see this you fucking cunt. | 
want to see you struggle and—come on, cunt—I want 
to see you trying to scream underneath that tape. 
Come on, baby. 

(He smashes his fist again down into her face. 
Again back down full wind up and smash. He feels 
the tape slap and begin to give under the punches as 
her teeth start to give way. As the littler bones around 
her mouth start to break and crumble.) 

You lucky pig. You dog. You think | want you to 
die now? You think | want to let you sleep through 
this? 

(He cuts the tape off her face slicing into her 
blood soaked flesh blackened and torn face as he 
flails all jagged rips and digs. She remains mute, her 


eyes closed and expressionless due to the running red 
black blood.) 

| want you to see this. | want to hear you fucking 
scream you cunt. | don’t care who hears you you 
worthless piece of cunt. Come on, cunt. Make some 
fucking noise—this is your last fucking day here, pig, 
you better fucking enjoy it. You better get something 
out of this. Understand, pig, this is it—you shouldn't 
fucking sleep through your last day on earth like you 
did every fucking day of your life. 

(He leans into her face and slaps his hard cock 
down at her face. He’s hard as a rock, his erection 
pointing straight up and out like an iron pole. He rubs 
his engorged head into her facial wounds and jerks 
his shaft back and forth. He decides to masturbate 
and quickens his pace.) 

You fucking pig. You fucking diseased pig. You 
really are disgusting, you really are. You cunt. You like 
that— 

Wake the fuck up. | want you to see this. 

| want you to see this pig. 

| want you to see this pig. 

| want you to see all of this. 

You like it? 

Huh? You fucking like this you pig? 

You fucking cunt. You fucking pig. 

Come on, honey. Come on, sweetheart. 

Are you dying—huh? Are you dying? 

Are you fucking dying you dog? 

You dog. 

You fucking dog. 

You filthy fucking dog. 

You dog. You dog. 

You fucking hideous dog. 

(He cums into her wounds. Just a long spurt and 
bubble from the head of his cock as he points it down 
into a money shot, then a few more jerks and his jism 
explodes into her blood and torn flesh. Her swollen 
red eyes and blackened open nose. Into her hair like a 
porn prostitute or a peep show pig. He massages his 
cock into her pain and filth and starts to go limp and 
thick.) 

Atta girl. That's a good girl. 

Did you enjoy it? 

(Raises off of her body and starts to smash his 
fists into her face again. His cock still softening and 
dripping.) 

| wish | had a baseball bat. I'd turn you into pulp. 
Like that little street whore; that little cunting twelve- 
year-old ashtray. 

How'd you like to be fucked one last time? Do you 
like to get fucked, sweetheart? 

Did you dress all this flesh up into tight clothes 
that advertised your best features and hid your worst? 
And then troll down to the hip clubs and bars and dog 
pounds to suck up all the attention? Or lack thereof. 


Is that what you did with your time? How many cocks 
have been in your face before mine? How many cocks 
did you try to convince of your real worth? 

Did it work? 

(He moves to her legs and spreads them out 
further. Full exposure. He mounts the body, his face 
at the end of the bed, over her feet. his greasy cock 
dangling over her bloody mashed head, his ass up and 
strained. 

He guides his cock down into her face and flexes 
his butt cheeks. His asshole tightens and relaxes 
again as he pumps into her face. He starts to harden 
only slightly. 

He pushes himself up and to the front and 
reaches a hand underneath the bed at her side. He 
dismounts and climbs off the bed.) 

Let's see what kind of fuck you were. 

Let's see what you brought to the party. 

(He bends down and searches under the bed with 
his hand, his head staring at her cunt. He finds a 
coke bottle.) 

How's this, piggy? The right size for you? 

You know, dear, if | had my boots on—shit, if | 
owned a pair of boots—I'd fucking kick that fucking 
slash of yours into the mulch that is your face. As it 
is, though, I'm only going to fuck you. 

There’s no point in fucking you with my dick, is 
there? You can’t watch and you're not going to walk 
out of here—and | certainly have no intention of 
sticking any part of me into that filth hole unless it's 
going to affect you, lover. 

Do you watch your boyfriend when he slams into 
you? Do you flutter your eyelids and pull away from 
the hard hugs as he plows into your womb? Do you 
pull back just to see the... what? 

Passion? 

The enjoyment—the excitement, the knowledge 
that you're pleasing him? 

Or just to complete the act—you know, that it 
would be expected of you, like you saw in the movies 
or the fucking simple dreams you have in that little 
pea brain? 

Is he fooled? Do you cum? Do you work? Do you... 
are you a good fuck? Are you a nice lay, sister? 

And, of course, | do hope you're safe. You 
wouldn't want to get any sick fucking pig disease 
slammed into that beastly little sewer hole, now would 
you? 

You're just a cunt. Now, you know that, don’t you? 
Now—see—you have nothing—ever—to offer anyone. 
And your whole life has come down to this fucking 
bottle. 

(He puts the lip of the coke bottle up to her 
splayed cunt—dry and pink and bulged out, its lips 
and hood and the rack in the curve of her shit hole all 
visible underneath the matted and oddly spaced tufts 


of thick black pubic hair. He pushes the neck of the 
glass in barely, the skin doesn’t give but sticks. He 
pushes harder; violently then from his shoulder and 
the glass enters tightly up to the swollen bottle body. 
Out again, the cunt lips tacking to the bottle not 
releasing it so easily. Back in, harder. Harder using 
his shoulder blades and back. Harder. Pushes. And 
the cunt gives to the larger part of the bottle. In. Into. 
Her cunt expands around the push and shove and 
force and glass. Out again, with his hand around the 
flat round base of the bottle but it stays stuck. 
Further in then. And he slams his other fist, on the 
side of his balled up little finger, onto her pubic nest. 
The bottle stuck inside of her. Smash again onto that 
bone and hair and flesh. He leaves the bottle in there 
and brings his other fist to smash in its base. His fist 
slams into the base of the bottle stuck up inside her 
cunt and glass cracks everywhere. His knuckles are 
cut. Her cunt bleeds and her wiry pubic hair seems to 
spread even wider to allow a clear view of the mess. 
He knows the glass is inside her body cutting her 
meat and womb to shreds.) 

You pig. 

(He reaches next to the bed and grabs a broom 
handle. He stands up, off his knees, aims the handle 
end to her cut dry bleeding cunt hole and jams it in 
much more easily.) 

Did you die yet? 

Do you like it? Huh? Do you? 

(He fucks her with the handle. He smashes and 
crushes the glass inside her cunt and starts poking 
deep into her body. Up and in and far. He wants to 
puncture her lungs, her spleen, liver, break her 
ribcage, fuck her heart and throat with the long blue 
painted wood of the broom handle. In and further in, 
then back only slightly, in an din again. Violently, 
faster and faster and harder and harder.) 

You cunt. 

You pretty darling little cunt. 

You darling little girl. 

Move those tits, honey. Come on, baby. 

Dance, doll. 

Come on, I'll tip ya—move those fucking dugs 
back and forth. I'll give ya a nice tip. Shake that ass, 
cunt. 

(She bleeds and sputters. Deep black crimson 
blood seeps into the bed and splatters his hard aching 
cock and packed up balls. Both hands grasp the 
broom handle as he fucks the corpse.) 

How much for a lap dance, sweetie? 

Huh? How much to see that fat ass of yours? 

You cunt. You fucking cunt. Move your cunt. Move 
it. Move. 

What kind of pig are you? 

What kind of fucking pig looks like this? 

You know about that retard, huh? Do you know 


about her? The one that got fucked by a gaggle of 
jocks with a baseball bat, huh? Fucked her retarded 
cunt with a baseball bat... fucked her cunt... just like 
this. 

(They wrapped the baseball bat in plastic so as not 
to get it dirty. The girl told the court that it might 
have been her idea to use the bat. Her parents didn’t 
agree.) 

| like you a lot, pig. 
Don't mistake it. | like you a fucking lot you 
beast. You fucking cow. 

| like those fat retarded tits and that bent dumb 
fucked face. | like the films | have of you sucking off 
horses. 

| like the way you crawl around. 

| like the photos | have of your ten-year-old naked 
baby body praying—with that black blindfold on. You 
little plugged darling. 

| love—t fucking love it the way your head—the 
way your skull has big fucking holes in it from a ball 
peen hammer, and the way you get scissor fucked. 

| like the way you cry on TV after drowning your 
little sickening babies—come on, cunt, let me hear 
you say what you did. Let me hear you cry. 

| like when you beg not to have your cunt filled or 
your arms cut off. 

| want to hear you scream when | put cigarettes 
out in your fucking eyes. How's that hurt—how much 
did the flesh 'round your twelve-year-old mama vagina 
hurt when | sat it on the end of my hard-on? 

| want to see your whore’s body handcuffed and 
beaten and lit on fucking fire in a hotel room. 

| want to see you suck crack and see pictures of 
you eating out assholes as a little girly baby. 

| fucking like you—aesthetically, you're just a 
doll, specifically, you. Darling. 

| want to see it all in that cunt. When | turn and 
rip that shit hole open to your neck. When | splay 
open that cunt to your parents and your johns and 
your boyfriends. When | cut off your tits. 


SIX 


This would all go a lot easier if you’d stop trying to second guess 
me. If you would just answer the questions | ask or just tell me 
how you see certain events without having to worry about how PII 
react. Or what conclusions I'll draw. 


It's stupid to act as if these questions of yours 
are... as if all this was a vacuum or something. 


First off, you don’t have enough information about 
what my job is and secondly, | think you 
misunderstand my interest, or my position, as regards 
any conclusions that | may make. 


Actually, | have little or no interest in your 
conclusions. | just don't trust your intentions. But 
my real problem is that | don’t like your attitude. 


Oh come on. 


Not in a flippant way. | mean—you've got a lot of 
balls thinking you can ask me all these questions 
and that I'll just answer them so you can record 
all my impulses on your little checklist. | don’t 
know you and l'm sure you don't have a clue. 
Whether or not | can convince others of your 
ignorance, | think, will be a very real problem. 
And now | look paranoid, right? Or hostile. And, of 
course, you are just perfectly correct. This is 
fucking insulting. 


Certainly, convincing others shouldn't be a problen— 
well, convincing is probably the wrong word. But you 
know you'll have adequate opportunity to explain 
yourself and your reactions. Your conclusions. Your 
reasons and beliefs and situations. 


My excuses. 


If you prefer. 


Nothing here is what | prefer. This is what | 
mean. You ask me these questions in this 
supposedly safe way—as if it's just you and me 
and some mutually understood philosophy. It's 
not. And | would never enter into a conversation 
of this sort with someone who's so ridiculously 
different than me. 


It doesn't have to be a shared philosophy—how else 
will you learn something, if you don’t have different 
opinions? | know that. And it still must be stressed 
that we're not here to argue. Your answers only need 
be honest. 


Even if your questions are not. 


This is a problem. You're so worried about my 
questions and my possible reactions to your answers 
that you're unable to answer them. And, of course, 
you know that | have to make some sense of your 
answers based on however you answer. So all this 
arguing is answering. It’s just that I'd like to break 
through that wall now. 


| can give you what you want. | really don't like 
that you want it. And I don’t like what you'll do 
with it. 
How you'll cheapen it. 
What do I want, exactly? 
Let's talk about my mother. 


Have | asked you about your mother? 


It's a joke. 
Well, then... how— 


| was making a joke about how your sort just 
wants to bring everything back to something as 
mundane and simplistic as someone's mother or 
father or abuse or whatever. 


Nonetheless, that | haven't asked you about your 
mother must say something. 


Okay, let’s do it this way. 
I'll tell you about my mother if you'll tell 
me about the children you've helped. 


| don’t know that I'd like to hear about your mother 
right now, but I'm willing to play out this game, if you 
like. 


| can tell you about my attractions to retarded 
girls. 


Okay, go on. 
And the first rape | ever saw. 
Wonderful. 
Which one? 
Why not the rape—you said saw, didn't you? 


Yeah—you'll like this one, ‘cause it's got drugs in 
it as well. Which should certainly confuse all the 
issues, 

| was about sixteen and | used to hang 
around with a whole group of guys. We called 
ourselves a gang but back then a gang didn’t 
mean the same thing as it does now. Anyways, 
one bright summer day we found out—we were 
just hanging out at this school yard and a friend 
drove up and told about five of us that he was 
going back to a motel where a few of our friends 
had picked up this hitchhiker—so, naturally, we 
all piled in the car and went there. 

All in all, there were about ten or eleven of 
us, | suppose. All standing and sitting in this 
motel room—some of us inside, some of us 
waiting by the pool. This was during the day and | 
remember it was pretty hot. 

This girli—on the promise of free drugs and 
the room—was more than willing to get fucked by 
anyone and everyone that came through the door. 
So we all just had to wait our turn. 

When | got there, | walked in the room and 


there was one of my friends just calmly pumping 
away at this dirty naked hippie. Laughing—my 
friend was, and when we walked in he just 
continued pumping and started talking to us and 
motioning down to her face with his head—like 
saying, without actually saying it, look at this 
fucking pig. | couldn't believe it. It was funny and 
very exciting at the same time. | was sixteen and 
horny and the thought that this was that easy was 
very exciting. 

So there was the usual amount of arguing 
and laughing about who was going next and what 
she was going to look like by the time we got to 
her and all that. In the meantime, there was just 
an incredible amount of drugs around—which we 
could get at the motel ‘cause someone knew the 
owner or something and | seem to remember a 
couple of buddies even made another run to get 
some more, as well as there being a huge liquor 
store just next door. 

Back then, drugs were everywhere. | 
stopped smoking pot back around that age—well, 
my first year in high school ‘cause the chemicals 
that were around were so much better. | hated 
hippies and | hated that sort of drug stupor pot 
put you in. Most of us switched to THC and PCP 
and coke—which was just getting popular—and 
my personal favorite at that time was speed. None 
of these mind expanders. We were pretty much 
into heavy damage ‘cause we were young and 
violent and very stupid. 

At any rate, guy after guy fed into this pig— 
she really was just this road pig. She would talk 
during the fucks and in-between as if she was 
trying to teach us something about women and 
freedom or as if she was just trying to get a 
handle on us—as if she was somehow above all 
our brash silliness and, you know, if this is what 
you want, you know, big deal. 

Everyone was taking their time with the 
beast and we'd laugh and continue getting 
extremely plowed. One of us could be fucking her 
and we'd laugh if he grabbed her tits too much or 
tried to kiss her or put his hands the wrong way, 
whatever. Her soaked and red cunt was a great 
source of amusement and the fact that no one 
seemed to care about the possibility —the very 
real possibility—of disease being passed to 
absolutely everyone there. Of course, back then it 
was just VD. 

| remember it started to get pretty messy 
after a couple of hours, with like way too many 
guys walking around naked and really fucked up 
and starting to get too loud and playful and 
violent and mean. We started to fuck her mouth 
the same time someone was fucking her and, you 


know, you'd look over and a buddy’d be sitting 
there stroking a hard-on staring at you or her tits 
or you really didn’t know what. 

She didn’t want to blow anyone. But she 
gave in—she really was a disgusting sort of earth 
mother cunt when | think about it— 
condescending and motherly and really all she 
was was this open sewer flesh hole. This stinking 
sloppy flesh pit who was probably into it as much 
as we were. All these young boys and their cocks 
and it was probably the only way she could get 
laid. She was by herself when they picked her up. 

She wasn't very chunky but | remember her 
being kind of loose and probably pushing middle 
age. Brown hair, huge cunt. Watery tits with 
squashed sore nipples. When | got on top | clearly 
remember crow’s feet and smile wrinkles around 
her mouth. | also remember her smiling at me 
like we were sharing a secret or something and 
that pissed me off. | thought you fucking cunt— 
I'm just one more and | really didn’t appreciate 
that sort of fake warmth or comfort or whatever it 
was supposed to be in her head. | really saw her 
as this ugly pig. 

Well, needless to say—the night wore on 
and this beast was just a sweaty mass on this 
filthy spunk stained bed and she was getting 
pretty fed up with us. But | think ‘cause of the 
drugs and alcohol, she didn’t fight too much. Just 
made rude or semi-aggressive comments like: 
come on, last one and no more—after we were 
already on sloppy seconds or in some cases, even 
thirds. Naturally, to amuse our friends the sex 
started getting more and more filthy and violent— 
real boy stuff, | suppose. 

Now, this is my problem. Drugs don't, | 
think, make me do stupid things—I think they 
just allowed a certain veneer of separation 
between me and the act. | was pretty loaded on 
coke mostly but I'm sure there was a lot of PCP in 
me as well as all this shit | was drinking. The 
problem is everything | see now—the way 
remember it, has this veil over it, like this hazy 
curtain and | don’t quite know why. ‘Cause | 
remember the details—but, of course, we talked 
about it so much afterwards that | would probably 
remember it just as vividly. But | can see the 
action in my head. and when | was younger | used 
to jerk off thinking about it all the time. But those 
fucking drugs just add all this sad fucked gray to 
everything. 

It was really late and | was really plowed 
and I'd cum only once but for the life of me, | 
couldn't get a hard-on to stuff into her mouth like 
| wanted to. I’d sit there pulling down on my cock 
which felt just like rubber and a part of anything 


else but me. A few of us were having this problem 
and it was actually sort of funny in a very 
frustrating but, oddly, friendly way. So | stood 
there hoping | could work this thing up and 
started to mash it into her face. She wasn't that 
angry—not as much as she should have been, 
certainly, but she was getting sort of disturbed. | 
remember she'd try and suck it though. Lick it 
and wiggle her tongue a little. And lick it and rub 
my balls—but then she'd pull away. All the while, 
a friend of mine was humping away and—oh, she 
was drenched in beer and liquor—'cause we 
started to fool around a bit by then. We were 
slapping her like a side of beef making her switch 
different positions and having hand job races and 
she had stopped being so compliant. So, 
naturally, we retaliated by dumping liquor on her 
and spraying her and in general, getting pretty 
fucking disgusted with her. 

My dick would not fucking work. And she 
really wouldn't cooperate. So | just pulled away 
and figured; whatever. Though, | was getting 
pretty fucking tense. And, of course, there was 
another idiot there at my shoulder who wanted to 
fill up her mouth if | wasn’t going to, so | just 
pulled away and went back to a corner or 
whatever. 

My humping buddy now had decided he 
wanted to switch positions and he turned her 
around on her stomach. And the drugged out 
piece of meat just evenly did it. Just flopped over. 
But my buddy had another reason for wanting this 
position. He started to fuck her in the asshole, 
which was fine with the pig and then somewhere, 
somehow, he produced this fucking chair leg that 
someone had screwed off the comfy chair by the 
wall. The place was a mess like the bed and the 
beast didn’t seem to care about anything. This 
chair leg was fucking long. | remember it as being 
about a foot long and fucking thick. 

So his cock pulls out. And he starts slowly 
sliding in the chair leg. The beast just lays there, 
stupid and disgusting, her ass propped up by a 
pillow | think. And my buddy starts to go further 
and further in and all of a sudden, and | mean, 
like | hadn't noticed anything till | noticed a lot. 
My buddy was pulling the leg all the way out and 
then rubbing all this blood on the back of this 
beast. And then putting it back into her cunt and 
pushing it in and then taking it out and wiping 
the blood again. | don’t even know how or when 
she first started to bleed. But when | did, when 
he dragged that wooden leg across her back in 
this sick sort of slow motion rub down, it was just 
soaked. Like a long blood smear that was liquid 
and heavy. There was a fuck of a lot of blood. And 


you could just smell it. And sort of feel the 
splinters and punctures inside. 

We were fucking howling then. No one took 
it seriously, sadly, it was all just this amazing fun 
and the beast was this sweaty mass of 
unconscious wet flesh. Just like blubber—though, 
like | said, she wasn't fat—kind of thin with little 
tits and a loose stomach and hips and a wobbly 
ass. But she was near death, | think, when we 
realized things were getting seriously out of hand. 
Anthony just kept smearing the blood on her back 
and there was this puddle on him and his dick 
and the sheets between him and her cunt and he 
started to show us the color of the blood even 
better by wiping the leg off on the sheets. Bright 
deep red and getting black and muddy and 
extremely viscous due to the incredible amount of 
blood that just seemed everywhere really quickly. 

Some of us decided to get the fuck out of 
there ‘cause we thought she might be dead—but 
we were still fucking around. Let's try to wake her 
up by slapping a dick in her face or going: come 
on, baby, one more, roll over and spitting 
mouthfuls of beer onto her matted brown hair. 

Anthony looked at me and showed me this 
fucking screw on the end of the chair leg. He 
wiped the blood off in his fist, looked right at me, 
and just fucking... lifted the leg up towards my 
face... it really was amazing. And then he put it 
back in. All the fucking way. All the way in and 
out again. With her hemorrhaging just everywhere. 

We pretty much just got out of there then. 
It was really late and we thought she could be 
dead. | wished we pissed on her. Later on, when | 
was jerking off, | think | added that bit, but really, 
we just sort of thought we had gone too far. 

Want to know what | especially liked when | 
jerked off? 


Yes. 


When you masturbate, do you think of one special 
image over and over like a single sentence over 
and over or just a whole list of things? 

Do you find yourself excited in general or by 
specifics? Or by a particular image or idea that 
stands out from the rest of the build up? 


Once again, | don't think anything | say here would 
help the situation. 


The situation? | thought we were friends. 


If I told you—even if | told you | didn’t masturbate 
anymore—I'm afraid all this will cloud the issue. That 
maybe you'll feel we have to agree or it'll just waste 


so much more time. 


| would believe you if you said you don't 
masturbate anymore. 


Do you think of specific images when you masturbate, 
do you think of particular body parts or freeze frame 
images? 


| don’t masturbate much anymore. Either. 
Yes— 


| was talking about when | was young. 
Considerably younger and dumber. 


How do you feel about the rape—to use your own 
word—now? 


It happened. | feel it was almost natural, though 
I'm not happy with that word. 


What is natural to you—what is nature? 


What is nature is why | don't like the word. Like 
it’s some beast that controls us all the same, like 
you and | would masturbate at the same things— 

| think | mean that the rape—to use my 
word—just happened and there was an even flow 
from event to event and a certain lack of control, 
yes, but not a lot of bother. In the end. 


What should have been controlled? 


What would happen if | say the pig? See, this is 
why | don’t like that word nature. It's as if she 
wasn't there none of this would have happened, 
or if we weren't fucked up maybe nothing would 
have happened. Or if we weren't stupid teenagers. 

But, rather, what makes sense to me is that 
it did happen and | watched. 


Do you feel any sense of responsibility? 


| don’t feel guilty—I'm certainly not bothered in 
the least. This is what I'm saying. | didn’t do it 
and I'm not bothered that it did happen, in fact, 
I'm quite happy it did. My sense of responsibility 
wouldn't be the same as yours. If you're asking 
me if | helped along the event—I can only answer 
that I'm sure | did and, if | think of my 
masturbating as a barometer, then | wish it went 
a lot fucking further. 

| fucked her. And wanted to again. 

My job certainly wouldn't have been to stop 
the fucking thing. 


Was your job to just watch? 


That is what happened. Who gives these fucking 
jobs out? 


| simply wasn't sure what you were saying, exactly. Do 
you think the drugs confused your thinking? 


| think they confused my memory. 
You don’t take drugs anymore? 
Just when | was young. | grew out of it—I hate 
that | did then, | wasn’t thinking. Just like 
fucking. 
You don't like sex? 
Not sex—! don’t like fucking. 
What is sex to you? 
Want me to tell you about retarded girls? 
You said you were attracted— 
Which should answer your question. 
—to retarded girls. 


Retards. 


Yes, of course, go on. 


SEVEN 


Cunt has a real problem. And it swirls above her head 
uncontrollably and it’s too painful, too cutting and evil, to ever try 
and even think about it. To ever try to bring it to hands that can, 
somehow, manage. The effort is too much. The truth too crushing. 
The ability to change perfectly out of reach. 


The impossibilities, the impotence, the senselessness 
all salient and swimming around in a whirlpool that 
keeps sucking down day after long day into wasted, 
pained lifestyle. Wasted perfectly. The damage follows 
the natural disabilities; the selection and pecking 
order are disadvantages before the fact. Don’t forget 
the pig that you are. 

Her options are reduced. Her understanding of 
them whittles the chances away even more. Get it 
over with. Go to a doctor. Call a bored friend for a 
shoulder that lasts the length of the bother. It's the 
fight that makes you feel so alive. Her mother. Her 
father. Someone who doesn’t want to stick their 
fingers up inside of her. 

Cunt'’s problem stays up there somewhere. Moving 
fast and brushing her flattened face like a constant 
icy burn. Until it turns into a bright bloody punch or a 
dry long cunt fuck with a wad of dirty crumpled bills 
shoved into its open bawling mouth. 

Stop it. 

Stop it, please. 

Please... please, stop... please don’t hurt me. 

Cunt's problem is the drink she slides down her 
head into her liver and out her gut by oily vomit and 
thick stringy lung spit every black tar morning. She 
thinks: How not to need it anymore. How to stop. How 
to stop wanting to think of nothing else but the breeze 
it gives her to stop thinking about her worthlessness. 
And loneliness. 

Cunt doesn’t think. 

Cunt's problem is that soft brain she was born 
with. Or the hard halved electrically misfiring mass 
that burps and barely beats behind that low forehead 
and sunken blank eyes. And the big tits and fat cunt 


she can't see beyond. And believes, understands, sees 
that she doesn’t need to. 

Cunt does dog tricks. 

Cunt'’s problem is she takes it all. And figures it 
wants to smile. 

Cunt wants to reproduce. 

Cunt wants to laugh. And cunt doesn’t think. Cunt 
can't think. 

Cunt now sticks two fingers straight down and 
round up into her flabby snatch: she burns and hisses 
and twists her drunken greasy lipsticked mouth into a 
fat blubbering groan and schnapps burp. Cunt wiggles 
her knuckles and turns her fingertips up inside her 
deep meat blackness. Her bones sensing the warmth 
and slippery chew and grind of her pitted corpse. The 
beast confronts herself; the beast becomes cunt full 
on. 

Like the nigger who stole an old white mother's 
purse and sent her crashing down into a row of plastic 
chairs that lines the office where she worked all by 
herself. 

Like the nigger who rubs his long thick eel black 
dick in the front seat of a cab and thinks nothing 
from the chipped thick skull and dead beaten dull 
gape: But cunt and its sister. 

Like the nigger who mounts another thirteen year 
old ghetto rat in a sweaty pissy hallway and 
discharges a load of thick yellowy glass eyed cum into 
the womb of a slow grinding death just like all the 
monstrous drunken mothers. 

Nigger's heart exploded. 

Those reasons and excuses. All that talk. That 
dumb rhetoric that one is politely asked to see 
through and attempt to grasp the experience and 


forgive or empathize; a little sympathy. 

| saw what they did. 

And what they continue to do. And | don't have to 
be there to know it happens. And | don't have to hope 
it continues or stops or just as long as | can avoid it. 

You do not share hopes and dreams. 

You do not feel anything at all. 

She's got a whole list of plans to back up her 
reasons and hopes. How the kids must be sick and 
the punishments doled out are even sicker. The 
guiding hand that needs to touch a cheek and pat a 
hand moves to point the way: new thoughts behind 
the homes and prisons; a brand new way of looking 
that, really, is the way everyone thinks and hopes and 
loves—it's just hard to get past the retribution born of 
rage and disgust. 

The children must be sick. Their parents aren't 
necessarily evil and the mistakes and thoughtless 
deeds simply, or rather unnaturally, lined up and 
stacked all in the wrong order like a big bang theory. 

Like a song. About the rain. With a doting mother 
and an absent father and a new morning powerful 
with drink and pain and not a scratch of hope. But a 
lifting song that rests just above its sad heart, dear. 

And the answer is only there for those minutes, 
sadly, thinks the lying mother. Who dreams of 
wresting something from the sometimes orifice her 
husband slinks to plow throughout their child's 
fledgling life. No, becomes thinner and paler and 
finally sinks into a glazed look into the bathroom 
mirror: seeing only age and not giving a fuck anymore. 
‘Cause the day is just too long again. 

And mama figures love doesn't exist but that 
song's just fine in the right mood. 

Fat black cunt rolls, head down, fat belly before 
her and tits in a cheap blue print flowered dress, to 
the witness stand. 

| want to see those photos again. 

And | want to see them the way the men 
displayed them around the beast. 

Sitting there, fat nigger, fibbing, lying like a fat tit 
ripped nigger full of nothing else but those gray misty 
words and watery sentences these men have stuffed 
into her empty clouded corpus. 

Fat lips. Dull eyes. Fat head. Fat bushy cheeks 
and wrinkled neck. 

How old are you, dear? 'Cause everyone is your 
friend now. You're safe and protected and all this is 
being done for you. You understand that, don’t you? 

Open that hole and bleed that badly painted pain; 
let those ideas that buzz and harm and pinch that 
warped sack inside your skull out like the way these 
men told you. Filled you. 

Maybe like some church gospel song. 

The way you cling to hope that looks like god and 
a choir and a whole list of ways and reasons to live 


with someone else in that greasy ugly half-burnt 
roached numbing hovel. 

With babies that die because of some technique 
that requires any root limbed drunk sweating shit 
skinned dog to lift the fragile bag crying and 
screaming out of its towel mounted crib and just. 
Shake. All those—guts—moving the wrong way and 
sloshing the wrong way and its death was just waiting 
anyway. 

Like that animal and its beast that slowly stopped 
feeding the little tube sucking hunchback that shat 
out of the great shared ghetto womb that allowed for 
the beast to go, what, seven months without even 
knowing she was carrying one of those little black as 
cancerous shit parasites in her flabby wet greased 
belly. 

Niggers and their rotting bellies; niggers and their 
gorilla rocks and all sharing the same diseased mind 
like mules. 

From Mississippi. 

Those fat lips part and slide and pause and flutter 
and the noises they make burp, bark and slip out into 
its every increasing lap just like the way the men told 
her. When she can remember. When she can think. 
Barely. 

She drools: Her boyfriend started to pimp her. 

The dog explained the photos. 

When her fat glossed nigger lips smacked and 
stuck together then popped and spit apart and those 
shy little barely heard pantomimes struggled to eke 
out and forever away, this little black pig became 
absolutely everything she had ever lived for. Her entire 
life. Her pimping boyfriend and her convenient easy 
willing lies. Her dead meat slash and television cheap 
brain all coalesced into the gross black titless fat 
whore up there on the stand. Talking down into her 
chest, sweetly. And hurt. 

Explaining how her dugs came to be butchered— 
one sliced completely off her dripping shit brown 
soaked fleshy chest, the other hanging loose and 
heavy by only a thin stretched slit of same hideous 
mistake skin. Unconscious, there by the crushed 
empty beer cans and worm soil. Faded into the mud 
and biting rocky dirt that fixed her bleeding wounds 
and sticky hot sucking, cocktasting nigger mouth, her 
closed eyes that probably stayed open in fear or 
awareness job style as she lowered her hard head in 
cock extended lap after lap after lap. Swallowing all 
sorts of shit: cum and the drops of urine that 
sometimes came before cum, never after. Venereal 
diseases and the Pyranate 2000 soap that helped to 
kill the little black bugs that ran through her johns’ 
matted stinky warm pubic nests. Her tits mutilated 
and sliced, eyes wide open and screaming until the 
pills that were shoved into her mouth and sunk down 
her throat with the forced gurgles of coca-cola gave 


better than the numbing body saving brain faint. 

And the scars were visible. 

In the photos to her side. And in the eyes of the 
judge and the assembled families and onlookers who 
peered straight into that stuffed dress she wore just 
below her constantly bowed and mumbling head. 

The cunt was tied up in the back of a van. Coke 
poured down her struggling yanking black throat, pills 
to kick her head to sleep. Her whore's flabby nigger 
tits with big crumpled nipples almost black as watery 
brown wobbly flesh bags in his hand, next to the other 
that carved and slashed through its stinking female 
flesh. Bestial whore now crying and hoping and 
confused in the black red mouth and stuck in place 
wet soft useless brain. 

Like every other nigger prostitute on every other 
corner in every other blow-job district. Car fucks and 
napkin hand-jobs. 

You want to fuck this mouth? 

You want to suck this titty? 

You wan’ sum o’ dis? 

Grab that hellish rats’ nest between the cheap 
cloth that covers its obscenity and ask again, this 
time with your too pink tongue wagging and wriggling 
like an imitation of what you think is god’s sexy gift. 

And think that | don’t want to jam a coke bottle 
into that cunt. Hard. And smash it to bits by beating 
your hairy cunt down from the top with a heavy ball 
peen hammer. You fucking nigger cunt beast. You 
cunting harlot. 

How many kids shat out this year, you ghetto 
sludge? You fucking mother. You disgusting womb 
trotting animal; you pig, you mother with little piglet 
crack babies and zombie daddies pissing in that hole 
that forms some sort of ugly being with limbs and 
holes and bumps from a sick sea of cum and salty 
sweat and rank blood and gas and guts and your 
smelly cunt secretions. You pig. You mother, leg 
spreading beast. 

| want to smash that glass up and cut into and 
through that black chewed up meat pile wound. That 
seeping sucking mother’s hole. | want to watch the 
blood just peal out of the little and long cuts the glass 
rips indiscriminately and spreads width when | push 
and pinch them with my fingers. And | want to see 
the bruises that give way to gashes and full open deep 
fresh wounds when | slam the blunt end of the 
hammer head into your mound of hair above your cunt 
pocket. 

That wiry black brillo pad of cunt hair. That 
blacker than mud pit that hides the fat bulging 
engorged opening to your sick fat belly body. 

l'Il blast those black nipples back down into your 
lungs. 

Wheeze, cunt. Choke, cunt. 

l'Il rip those bags that make those nigga boys 


hoot and bark right off your chest with the other hard 
jagged end. 

You are exactly what | need. 

And | have fucked that face. 

You have tasted this cock. You have tasted this 
unclean unwashed red dick and | have shot loads 
down into your good memory’s mouth. 

You are exactly what | want. 

And you could have been anyone. 

| like what you have to offer. How special you are. 
How you fit the scene and the image | had before | 
even knew you breathed at all. 

You are exactly what | saw anywhere else. 

Like a middle-aged mother of a retard or a 
paraplegic or little tube breathing dysgenic mistake 
born of bad drugs and bad acting. Or a perfect 
suburban dream. A happy pig. 

Like a middle-aged fatting bitch hung upside 
down in an old warehouse where sound bounces off 
each meat packing stainless steel door. Hung up by 
her ankles bruised and sliced fainted unconscious. 
Her legs spread far apart and gaping that gristled 
vagina open in the hot stolid air waiting for her 
husband to stick his face into and felch out his spunk 
and her placenta and the hairy shit baby number two 
left in there to deafen the next sad worthless pathetic 
package. 

A little girl signing to her mother across the table 
in the restaurant that you're unlucky enough to 
choose. 

A little blonde boy fixed into an incredible steel 
girded chair with tubes and straps and breathing 
apparatus to hold its mute head up. And the mother 
might ask your help in getting it into the car later. 

And into that split vagina that you peer straight 
into and see all those mistakes and stupidity and 
slime you raise your hand high above your head and 
smash your scissors deep back down into it. Again 
and again and again again and fucking her gross 
mama body with these bloody splitting slicing scissors 
all over and into and down further until all her tubes 
and womb connections to that cunt are shredded into 
strands of bleeding pulp and flesh mulch so that you 
can spit all the way down into her dead sunken brain 
via that saleable pit she’s now lost forever. 

Open the blades and grasp the hard bloody edge 
of one. Puncture a fatty varicosed thigh with the other 
sharpened edge and draw up to the knee. How she 
splits like pork. How she bleeds like sex. How she 
dies like a crying baby. How she is everything she ever 
planned and gave up on now. 

Her belly is collapsed. Her organs and bones 
scratched and bitten and crushed and severed. Her 
breasts are as lifeless as they were in life, her white 
milky dugs mere grandmother appendages waiting for 
hair and back aches and burps of pain and disgust. 


Her nipples snipped off at the pink nib. Her throat 
knelt to and slashed and her hanging mouth in death 
sunk into by the scissors scraping her teeth and jaw 
bone as the scissors plunge and wreak everywhere in 
her face through that mute hole. Her dead female 
eyes. Her short sliding make-up dripping nose and 
booted bruised legs. Her hair done up in just the right 
price. 

This is a cunt. As big as she hoped for. This is a 
mother whose womb flowered two tight packages of 
toxic garbage and gave a soaking spot for gallons of 
barking dogs’ cum. 

This is another cunt. 

Do you live it, whore? 

Money slurping, cum swallowing whore that might 
actually believe in love and drugs and bad luck. 

And her position here, in this courtroom, talking 
about the damage done to her cheap black body and 
its uselessness and the program she’s in now. Up 
those project metal clanking stairs. All slumped and 
beaten and day-glo promises getting blacker and 
dimmer and heavier and sticking that face into a 
crack pipe like a thin white hard cock is everything 
she has to offer up. 

Shut your eyes, honey. 

Now ssshhh, honey baby. 

| once watched a retarded girl wring out her T- 
shirt next to an open fire hydrant. Water was shooting 
out in storming hard pounding torrents straight onto 
the black top and running into deep long puddles all 
down a nice Chicago street. Cars would drive along 
and know enough to roll up their windows so as not to 
get soaked. The kids in the neighborhood would lift 
the water from the hydrant by straddling it and 
tugging their hands together underneath the rushing 
flood, lifting their cupped hands and arms and aiming 
it at the closed car windows. The fathers knew what 
the boys were doing. Their jaded closeted minds 
laughing at the fun and leering at the boys’ town. In- 
between the cars the boys would pull the girls they 
went to school with, into the downpour and grope 
them. Obvious teenage reasons. Pathetic adult 
masturbatory memories and conspiratorial back pats. 
Typical teen methods. Fatty teen tits, waists and hips. 
Drunks and games. 

But the retard had bigger tits and was easier to 
grab just ‘cause she didn't know the correct procedure 
to giggle and run and feign. So her shirt was pulled 
off. And she began to cry. While the boys in-between 
cars started to go wild in-between pretending to worry 
about her welfare. Until someone pulled her to one 
side, with her large fairly firm pink hard nippled tit 
hanging out of a white bra that was one cup pushed 
over and the other one wet see-through. Her big tit 
jiggling and wobbling, her other one steady with the 
nipple and aureole just as clearly visible. 


She sat on the curb and cried and wrung out her 
wet soaked T-shirt, all stretched out permanently with 
her fat tits hanging out for the entire block and all the 
thick teenager hard-ons. Snot and tears running freely 
along with the water from her drenched dirty blonde 
hair, all down that slightly bent, largely uneven, round 
clear eyes and incredibly wracked smearing frown. 

Her make-up ran. 

That her mother must have tried to help her 
apply. To please let her be happy. And get along. And 
be careful. 

As the years went by, she was shunned by the 
other neighborhood girls ‘cause every one of the boys 
would use her bent face to stick their cocks into when 
no one else would or for a quick laugh or an 
absolutely necessary cum. 

With those big fat nippled tits. And that retarded 
mouth hole that knew how to suck and swallow and 
lick and, of course, please and cuddle. And display. 
Turn around now and stick your ass in the air, | want 
to see that dysgenic cunt and asshole. Let's see that 
untrimmed gorilla blonde bush and suck in that 
hunchback belly and squeeze your breasts you 
malleable zombie. You like that? You like that finger 
in that? You think | like it? You like that | like it? You 
like that you beast? You dead before thirty mindless 
cow. Suck it, lick it, squeeze it and I'll call you 
tomorrow and tell everyone you're my girlfriend. That's 
okay. Right. Yeah, he’s an asshole and all the girls are 
just stupid, don’t you worry. You got a fat fucking cunt 
and | like it when you pay attention. Kiss it. Open 
your mouth and watch your hair, honey, it's getting all 
wet from falling in your mouth. Don't be so messy. Be 
careful. As you pet and fist her bulbous fleshy tits and 
pinch that fat hard nipple. Pink getting red getting 
thick and defined. Finger fuck that hole and cum into 
that father’s little bad dream head, come on baby. 
Move that ass. Move from here. Suck and lick and 
flick that extended nipple. For fuck’s sake, make a 
noise, don’t just squat here. You like that? 

You like this? 

Fat tits. 

Spread your legs. All the way. | want to sink this 
thing in deep. All the fucking way. All the fucking way 
to your twisted spine. All the way in and down and all 
the way through you you retarded little pig. 

Ugly little cunt. 

Ugly fat cunt. Spread open and folded and hairy 
and stinking like the bath oil your mother gave you in 
the hopes you'd fit in and not have to look exactly like 
you do now, spread open like a cheap street whore 
without a smile or a glimpse of reality in that squared 
made-up painted mona lisa zone. 

Cum in that hole. 

Black hole. 

In that face. 


On those fat big hanging firm tits. 

Ready and available and easier than most. 

Better than most. 

It wasn't my fault. Say it. 

It wasn’t my fault. 

How does that sound? 

You have to try and believe it. Trust it. 

Say it again. This time, see it right there in front 
of you: 

It wasn't my fault. 

You're a survivor. You're a victim. This is who you 
are. 

Don't give in. This is how you've been made. 

| like when you say it. When you mean it. 

When you live it. It wasn’t my fault. 


EIGHT 


It’s a sewer swimming with disease. A huge black cavity walled 
in rank blood, chewed rotting flesh and cancerous timbre. 


In the dark it spreads itself open to reveal all its 
needless nature: the sloppy bawling quaking babies 
that can spill out of the sick waste puddles you piss 
and seep and spit into it. Its hideous deformities born 
like but without thalidomide and ripping through 
simple forgetful mistakes with all the mind numbing 
power of thirty to fifty years. Its alcohol sunken fall to 
hard concrete, its migraine medicine, its rat poison 
intake and continuous cunt slamming crack sucking 
disinterest turned regret turned slow bone gnawing 
torture. The shit sweat smell of money jammed down 
its made up plastered tubes. The gentle dabs of 
moisture and pus and slick bodily excretions that are 
cutely prodded, laughingly teased or generously 
ignored. Those half-pound indented heads given a 
name and a towel down wash as it's shat out amidst 
fecal lube and malformed bag-like placentas 
swallowing hair and piss and the shit that can all too 
quickly burn the fibers out of the blue little bleeding 
package's ears or eyes. 

Splatting crooked across rough concrete floors 
into paraplegic steel or pastel blue drool cups. And 
the pig that excreted it will expect to cry and pet and 
discover. The pig that fingered the furry fingernailed 
veined slash with its gummy giving meat edges and 
guts and its dark dank wet corpus will come to 
change with new revelations designed to mask its 
weakness, impurity and uselessness. 

A petulant cunt that tells of the sparkles in its 
eyes as it sucks simple air through a wire and paper 
tube embedded in its lungs. How it favors lights or 
smiling faces dripping with cheap sympathy and 
regret. Sifting through the garbage, pretending to be 
on a level that doesn't agree with the heaping daily 
dose of condescension. 

In the dark the rejected cunt becomes the 
disease: the sickness waiting to happen, gestating and 
planning and stirring in pillow dreams and vapid plans 
and selfish excuses. In the dark the mother becomes 


just another in line. In the light the mother is just 
another nigger slut. 

And this is what breathes. A reality that exists as 
salient. A perfect sense of nothing to sell or beg or 
buy; but a perfectly formed spine—a backbone and 
brain and reciprocating giggle. 

Where the photo of one little grinning boy with 
brown shiny hair cropped squarely above his thin 
eyebrows and narrow smiling eyes becomes everything 
you know and lust after. His English ears and teeth; 
little choppy and spaced irregulars in a narrow slash 
of childhood smile. The photo typical of those taken 
in school when told to say some new word for cheese 
that only mildly brought up a smirk for mum. His 
cheeks—longish and pale but healthy and thin and 
dimpled slightly. His collar and tie and jumper and 
the lovely black eyes of newsprint. 

And the chubbier one. A little more focused and 
smart and brattish. Brown eyes bigger than the others 
and hair longer though neatly swept above brasher, 
thicker eyebrows. A short pug nose much much 
smaller but not as delicate as the pointier one on the 
other. A thicker, sexier, bottom lip and a fuller top 
perfect pink curve with that chub cheek spread of just 
the bottom of two front teeth. 

And a blue shirt with tie and green fuzzy jumper 
bleeding delicately out of shot. A little tuft of hair 
down behind his ear to his neck. And the deep set 
eyelid under the baby fat. 

That underneath these two magic photos are 
words listing their names and words counting out the 
most brutal epithets and insults is merely typical. The 
perfect pornography is constructed not by the 
garishness of HOW DO YOU FEEL NOW YOU LITTLE 
BASTARDS but simply by the fact that the school 
photos were taken unawares and now exist for you. 

In livid full color. 

The two front teeth just barely sneaking out under 
that soft lip, sensually stroking that bulging pink 


curve nestled into the chubby uneven short chin. 
Where his mother might never have touched at so 
perfect an age. Where she might have missed a pat 
and gentle soft longing stroke as he turned ten this 
past year as her thoughts turned steadily sour due to 
the gin she kept sucking day after day since her 
husband packed up and left her for an older, but 
obviously better, woman. The hair darkened by cheap 
ink and dirty times that was run through by the 
darling’s stubby little fingers and clear ten-year-old 
fingernails that walked out of the house everyday 
skipping to the beat of something new, something 
special to do today. 

That stunted look set in his colorful clean 
youthful eyes that says nothing of cartoon horror and 
trauma that the biographers and apologists are sure to 
mar. That proves nothing about soul or love or 
sickness; that only suggests the incredible sight, yet 
to come, of a two-year-old baby, nearly three yet, 
being playfully raped by his shoving batteries into its 
minute anus. 

Another thin jaw line set squarely on a tender 
neck and posed artlessly straight on. A line that 
careens up to jutting close cut ears and then to the 
tussled dirty blonde wash out; all centered by the 
squinty eyes and slight baby fat bags underneath. We 
know of the operation he went through to correct his 
squint. And we know he had trouble with smiling. An 
easy bright ready smile full of childhood and promise 
and the later details of numerous teddy bears 
“protecting,” in his own careful words, his bed at the 
boys’ home he now lives at. Where he is the youngest 
of many. Where he says he dreams of chocolate and 
of being a hero—specifically, in dreams of saving the 
little tot who died with his pants wrested from his 
waist and bunched up by his tiny baby ankles before 
the huge iron train slashed the throwaway child boy 
baby’s little body into two clean sections. 

The thin eyebrows and splash of flashbulb on his 
high forehead, down his long nose and across his 
cheeks, above his lip and around his slightly square 
chin. 

It most certainly is his father’s smile. His father's 
grin yet to come after so many years of drink and 
unemployment and wasted hours in front of his 
television. But without the life that spewed two other 
retarded children into the womb that perfected and 
incubated the mistakes to flesh. This toothy, gummy, 
holey smile lives with the blood that smells sick and 
deformed. Lives with the daily mishaps and taunts 
and cares and concern for two other struggling 
washed out minds built for nothing else but 
clumsiness and inadequacy. Those cheek bones yet to 
fully blast into something as obscene as character in 
the eyes of jaded and jealous rats boasts not an 
innocence or even untested benevolence but rather, 


the details read and memorized and perfected into 
little prurient charges like the one where he wanted to 
go to the same school as his retarded siblings did. 

And then trust and, possibly, better, naiveté. 
Transmogrified by lifeless bored mothers and used up 
fathers. Where one laid a rose on the grave for the 
baby, where his mother sees this as proof of 
something purer, maybe wrong and too powerful to 
understand. Where you know it's all there—not in 
sadistic pathetic delight, but rather in the photo 
itself. Where the flower and wave for the camera and 
the crime’s memory beating a stream through his 
short limbs and existence is what became that bite of 
the lip, the focus of his eyes and the oily part of his 
hair. 

The cocksucker who posed them. The drunk cunt 
who might not have helped dress one of them. The 
retarded sister who may have been shrugged off as 
easily as was a living embarrassment or another 
weighty daily problem. The family burning knowledge 
of a diseased and weak womb and the fantasy lives 
that crept up so gently and immediately to wash over 
their self-disgust and regret and impotent rageful 
anger. The father that never called. The father that 
slept elsewhere. The little baby that had his asshole 
pushed down open with a filthy gravelly battery and 
the photo-fit that'll swim nightly with new colors as 
every day gives way to a new day and, sadly, new 
rationalizations. 

Those cheeks forever chubby. Those lips forever 
thick or thin and the haircut will always remain as 
youthful play and hope and wonder and monstrous 
access and vivid knowledge. 

There are other photos. Frozen stills of both boys 
playing at a party caught on fuzzy video. Snaps of 
families and posed; snaps of a younger age astride a 
horse. 

Precious photos. 

There are always faces to fuck. Fat open cunts 
spread out and splayed on beds waiting for romance 
or face slurps or coke bottles shoved in and rammed 
up into their disgusting ripped and torn wombs. There 
are always whores like ants and roaches and crack 
sucking, lip smacking, money tonguing rats with dyed 
blonde hair and polite giving mothers who worry and 
fret over just who is stuffing what into where for how 
long and how much. 

The little babies that struggle to be yanked out 
and cleaned aren't always going to be as breathlessly 
deformed or retarded or deaf or unable to walk or 
wheeze or raise up its waterhead above a pathetic 
slouch. 

Some will look just like—exactly like—the little 
two-year-old boy whose dead severed cold corpse was 
found with his foreskin manipulated. With batteries 
next to his body that, possibly, had been forced into 


his nearly three but not quite asshole freshly diapered 
and mommy kissed. One of the boys seemed to be 
able to admit to forcing them into the baby’s mouth. 
Only. 

A bigger smile, because of his age, rounder and 
more excited eyes. Messier blonder longer hair and 
chubbier cheeks. So fresh and cleaned up from the 
womb of his mother. Larger eyebrows that spread 
further his compact yet to shape face. Baby teeth all 
perfect and matched in shiny rows in that gleeful 
smile. Picture perfect. And happy to be there. Here. 
With mommy. Happier only by minute degrees than 
the nearly same age photo of one of his killers. Same 
rounded unformed face; just a different genetic 
impulse perhaps. Nothing more sinister or special or 
argued. Like the shockingly lovely shot of little Lisa 
Steinberg despondent and just waiting—just longing, 
aching—for a sexual death by the fists of her fake 
father under a drug haze and house of bruises and 
filth and mangy food. 

And fat photos of an unsmiling son. A temper 
tantrum, an un-impressed bother from one so pure 
and doted on. A 

And one with his mother. And his father. Smiling. 
Shapeless. Soon to be raped and walked over two and 
half miles crying and begging for mum with paint - 
splashed in his little face and batteries stuck into his 
terribly tiny body. f 

His mother has the same pictures. 


NINE 


That rotting jellied womb. That ugly lazy back worn drive and 
phony glow: put that disgusting dug away you sick old cow. 


Fucking disgusting baby machines. Bloated 
barking cum churning beasts. Animals on their jungle 
muscled haunches easing into a sweaty tight shit. 
Cancerous rotten deformities. Fat swollen red bellied 
pigs spitting and drooling and huffing and muttering: 
nature, nurture and this first one’s got a small slit in 
its little baby chest to allow a yellow plastic surgical 
tube in to help it breathe every day at least for its first 
retarded year on god's green earth. Brain damaged 
growth out of some fat lazy prostitute’s hemorrhoidal 
second asshole; with a wink and a groan and a thick 
pile of mucous mixed milk and blood and toxins 
clotted in body hair and fecal grease lubricant. 

You disgusting sow. You sick female beast. Fat 
pig. Fat grotesque mothering pig. 

You know what a hooker is? 

You know what makes you a low prostitute? 

When you spread those fatty thighs all the way 
across some piss stained sheet or car seat or bathtub 
candled tv screen and pike down to the black cavern 
you wait to have filled and prodded and pissed in. 
When you move in some cunt’s rhythm to some lazy 
dog’s grunting and groaning and sweaty affectations. 

When you figure you didn’t sell that slash. When 
you figure you're serving a higher good or doing 
someone a favor. Or that you two are in love. 

You know what makes you a common whore? 

What separates you from the foreskin peeling ten 
dollar zombies in black holes and pits is more than 
the liquor and crack. And more than the dirty skin 
shades. And more than the cheap singularity of 
purpose. 

More than your ability, or need or interest or 
acceptance, to suck up that pissy cum with those 
bleeding walls and turn it into some creaking 
deformed mess just ‘cause you planned this one. And 
it still turned out all wrong. All desperate. And puny 
and hated. 

And shaking like a cocaine baby needing a tight 


hug against a warm chest. Anyone’s chest. 

Those high tight cheek bones that say: 
cocksucker. Those fat painted lips that drool tight 
cunt. Those darkened eyes that slit and close and coo 
mommy. 

This lame cunting fuck who knows what the 
pissholes of half of Manhattan’s cock population 
tastes like will tell you she’s here to help you learn. 
About yourself. About your need to place your dick 
into her corpulent useless flab. 

Cheap whore. Simple mother. Poor little thing. 

Remember the time you sucked a cock? And then 
got your baby ass fucked hard and long? Remember 
how all child pornography smells like shit and cum: 
the mix that runs down your leg or clots your 
underwear and hits your nose like a full black sick 
boot when you walk it off later. As you wish it 
would've soaked into your body and not just puddled 
there like so much acidic vomit to drop and drool out 
of your corpus to remind you of your nature. That 
thick smearing shit smell that runs and feels like 
someone else’s cum in your body. Inside and now 
quickly outside of your warm sweating shell. A 
shiverous twitch and shudder and burp; a wet bodily 
extra; a warm wet mistake and full fucked memory. 

He liked your cock and balls; of this you’re sure. 
He wanted to play with your thick hard-on and kept 
grabbing at your tight hairy sac. The way he blew you 
was less functional and more selfish. All those long 
licks that when strayed from your balls only irritated 
you by fucking up the rhythm. Those growling bites 
and soft tugs and jerks that felt soapy and loving, 
obsessive rather than helpful or attentive. 

Not the way you sucked. Not the way you licked 
and jerked off that huge beast of a long red headed 
fat dick being thrust in and out of your wet soaked 
pink hurting face. Cummed in your mouth. You knew 
it. Waited for it. 

Long and fat and thick; a wide cock that hurt the 


edges of your mouth. He sat on his cock and you 
knelt before him. He kept his shirt on. But his legs 
and feet and hard-on were completely free and naked. 
As were you. Your asshole cold and shaky as you 
shifted positions to relax the strain on your knees or, 
alternatively, your thighs. And you were hard. Before 
he started to suck you. 

Whore. 

You were surprised at the price. And confused at 
the situation. How many times had you reciprocated 
with a hand-job or a blow-job or a steady rim and 
finger fuck. How many men before that shot warm to 
cold loads in your expanded asshole. But this time, on 
your knees, naked and erect, your wet mouth lolling 
and licking and sucking your entire head around that 
thick stick pumping into your face, balls into your 
face and the man smell and hot weakness, was all 
required. Like a whore. Just like a cunt for crack or 
high-school or one of those fat lonely guys at the 
bookstore glory holes. 

And that sallow taste of wad cum in the roof of 
your mouth, on your teeth and that full retch into your 
gulping throat and willfully accepting stomach. 

But that cock looked good. Looked hard and so 
fat and so very very long like better than those cartoon 
fags in cock books. Real meat. And you knew why it 
looked so good, and probably why you didn't mind 
blowing it so much, just if the situation were a bit 
different. 

'Cause it looked so big and special there on his 
wall. In his basement. Next to that child who was so 
scared. And it hit you: that that cock would be so 
special to size queen faggots who're worried about 
length and width and performance; the ones who size 
you up when you walk into the booth or down the 
stairs at The Bijou. The ones who don't know any 
better. 

His cock would have been everything to them; a 
perfect day. 

To you it was even bigger. It represented even 
more knowing it was there next to you in his jeans as 
he sat there the first time you saw one of his films. 
He graciously projected it onto his basement wall, the 
projector between the two of you, the light stream 
obscuring his reaction or his judging yours. Seated 
with him was his buddy, slightly younger than him but 
older than the little boy that was the crying prize in 
the film. His buddy had been through the ropes with 
him. Obviously. Started young, you could tell, and 
kept around while and after he aged for whatever 
reason you couldn't figure out. 

But very unlike the intentions, you were sure, that 
initially brought them together. 

You knew they were looking at you. 

As you stared straight ahead. Dedicated to your 
luck and rarefied position here, momentarily forgetting 


what the real position was. 

You were aware they were groping each other; you 
heard the shuffling and sensed the rough pants rubs 
and zipper shifts; the soft meat strokes and wobbles 
and hand manipulations. Darling. As the little boy on 
the wall’s face got redder and redder and more and 
more angry, hurt and shocked and frightened. 

As he was first held down. After seeing that long 
flaccid and huge cock. That he was made to lick with 
that little barely stubbed out tongue and the fright 
came from the large hands behind his back, on his 
skinny arms and the pressure rather than the heavy 
mean cock in front of his soft scrunched up no no no 
face. Little naked boy cold to lost face. 

That full hand on his head. Suck it, put it in your 
mouth, and he did. He could just barely fit the tip of 
that too big head into that tiny tiny dry mouth. His 
eyes closed and his head tried to pull away, but the 
hands held him clumsily straight at that fat swaying 
meat pack. 

Such a long fat cock. Heavy full balls. Stray hairs. 
Smooth shovel raised head and black wide piss hole. 
Too big now. Too big. Fucking too big to satisfy that 
interest in you that finally needed to see it thrust 
again and again into the tears and terror and his 
breaking crumbling little bloody skull with its soft 
brown fly-away hair and gentle ignorant eyes and 
small nose. Cheeks, baby cheeks and smooth neck 
and the attention was to his face and that cock at 
that time. And to the hands that were his pain, that 
were his whole life then. And not his hairless bunched 
up child balls and little wiggly cock. 

That he sucked. The whole package fitting neatly 
into his mouth with a single swallow and suck, suck 
lick and gulp swallow again. Stick that finger in that 
little tight closed dot. Barely fucking went in. You 
were so hard. So hard, masturbating would have been 
nothing but release now, nothing but ugly animal 
divestiture of confusion so you could focus and lose 
that screaming in your head and cock and pounding 
chest. 

The pair were hot to you then. They were, must 
have, sort of remembered, beating each other off 
quickly and violently, a circle jerk with two child 
molesters there right next to you. 

The buddy's boot started to press down on the 
little boy's neck. Just above the shallow boned chest 
and shoulders of the screaming boychild. Chicken. 
Flattened against the concrete floor that you knew 
was just by the boiler room you walked by to get to 
the couch. And he was holding it down at the point, 
but the camera, who was taking the fucking thing, 
was faced down at the foot and face and you needed 
a pull back to see if his one hand could've been, oh 
please please, into that fine undestroyed unplanned 
unangry asshole tightly clamped or around those 


minute Packed and receded balls and did he get that 
little wiggly thing hard to straight up and make the 
child cum ‘cause | want to see what he does. Under 
that force. And influence. And pain. Under that terror 
and weakness. Helplessness. Powerlessness. Make 
him sex. Suck that little penis. And lick his clean 
cherry balls right into his brain. 

__ He was filming it then. The first bit was on a 
tripod that, fuck, he had to keep checking, 
apparently, as he told you this. Did the film stop there 
or did this dickhead just turn it off. Your focus was 
cloudy as you felt his hand grope your crotch hard-on 
and easily free it from your pants while one thought 
among the child's pain, body and destruction was lent 
to a fear, or a concern, that you'd already cum or 
would in just a second. 

Suck me. He said after he tasted and licked you 
and your hand routinely responded to that fucking 
pole you'd just watched fill the space in your brain. 
Where was the buddy at this point was a question that 
should have been there instead of whether or not you 
really wanted to give a blow-job right now. 

And if it was required as payment. 

Or misunderstood as a sick chemistry between 
you. 

_And, suddenly, regrettably, how you'd’ve preferred 
a girl up there. And suddenly this is what you have to 
settle for, or is required, or is it just the youth and the 
indiscriminate pain, ripped and torn and bawling or 
some silly little aesthetic. 

Which made you having that cock easily shifted to 
your sucking licking mouth largely uncomfortable. And 
you shifted into animal; by rote rather than nature and 
your mind was filled as many crack whores as simple 
reciprocal blow-jobs and the ugly position of the child 
seemed less intense suddenly. A color was drained out 
of the screen and from your face and replaced by that 
feeling that you've done this before, and that it was 
the wiring that overburdened the act rather than the 
pain and crybaby excitement that created the 
moment. 

A little girl with her bald slash and her ugly 
momma drunk and fat and filled with white trash cock 
in the background gets squatted on the biggest, 
bloody red pumping cock to ever pierce her entire 
wasted garbage lost existence. 

Another black whore with fat tits and drawn 
features bounces its ass in your face as it goes 
through your pockets quietly for more money than the 
twenty you already gave her to fuck her black wobbly 
death. Thick lipped cunt with a peach cock squeezing 
and slipping out of her great pitted gorilla face. 

Those glory holes where you've sucked and been 
sucked, fucked and been screwed, swallowed and 
shot and the cheesy cartoon definitions of top and 
bottom really irritated you as much as a church 


service or something. 

He jerked off into your face. Finished it by wiping 
that long thick prick against your sloppy sticky and 
smeared face. 

And you would go back. 

And see the rest of the film. 

And walk over the section of the dirty concrete 
floor where the boy was tied up and beaten into a 
crying mama lost baby. See him ass raped by the 
buddy and clawed on his thin bony back and see his 
head slammed repeatedly down into his neck and 
chest, from the back a too large hand nearly 
enveloping that little hairy head, as those butt adult 
cheeks flexed and muscled into shivering loose white 
bum. And the hand behind that camera reached out 
and pulled the boy off, viciously, without any concern 
or let up for maybe a burgeoning erection, though 
something resembling pre-cum or a clear discharge 
pres out and stuck floor to boy penis in the camera 
glint. 

And you never asked about little girls. 


Was this before or after you were arrested? 
Before. 


Then, certainly, you had child pornography that 
featured little girls. 


Yeah. 

So, that couldn't have been what you were looking for. 
That wasn't only what | was looking for. 

Did the police find everything you had? 
Hardly. 

What did they miss? 


I'll tell you: it’s a mistake to think these people 
are smart. They're not. They're incredibly stupid. 
Especially the two niggers that bore the brunt of 
my investigation. At that same time, it would be a 
bigger mistake to think they're not good at what 
they do—which is, maybe, another way of saying | 
was especially stupid and they're just acceptable 
at what they've done in the past. Um, they're 
clever, | suppose, because they know what to look 
for in what you're doing and saying, the way you 
act and you're simply unaware of the checklist 
they're running you through. 

On the other hand, they missed so much. 

And they knew it. 


What did they miss? 
Better things. 
Don't be coy. 
Don't you be. 


Obviously, you don't have these things now. Were they 
at your apartment during the search? 


What I’m saying, primarily, is that they didn’t 
really know what works.What to look for that 
wasn’t explained to them in their rule books. They 
didn’t understand the importance of context. 


Are you saying they missed—or rather, that you 
received enjoyment from things that were legal and 
that's what they passed up? 


That’s true. Definitely. But it’s not really what I'm 
saying here. I'm talking more about their mindset. 


It'll help if you're a bit more specific. 


Precisely. 

If they knew enough about specifics they 
could have understood what was happening and 
what | was doing and what to do... 

I'll give you an example: one of the 
suburban cocksuckers that took my information 
for about the millionth time asked me if | was 
gay. | said no. And he argued with me. He said— 
or rather, asked—why | hung around in gay 
bookstores then. You know, suggesting that | gave 
or got blow-jobs in the booths and whatnot. They 
even made a big deal out of some of the books | 
bought in regular bookstores that were basically 
gay in tone. 


You did frequent these bookstores, you did engage in 
indiscriminate sex. 


Absolutely. 


Maybe they understood that you seemed 
uncomfortable being labeled gay. 


I'm not gay, not that that's what we're talking 
about here. You see, you're exactly the same. You 
think you understand a textbook case of 
homophobia here. You're still clinging to this fear 
or repression angle. The truth is, your definitions 
are wrong. And sucking cock and fucking assholes 
isn't a necessarily gay idea, sweetheart. This isn’t 
semantics either. The problem lies in your 


expectations. 

And another truth is | learned this when | 
started getting child pornography; it wasn’t the 
appeal of youth or genitalia after you've seen 
enough. And still want more. 


What would the appeal be? 

The exact same as your interest. 
| think you're confused or— 

| think you're confused. 


—or you're compartmentalizing or willfully blocking 
out— 


| think my interest in this material is built in your 
direct confusion. And l'm talking about right now. 
This very minute. Your confusion, and, if you 
prefer, your repression or denial or masks, or self- 
hatred is what | find so exciting in the material 
itself. On the material. 


You're speaking of a reaction, that as— 


No, it's not reactionary. I'm not looking for your 
stamp—I'm saying the impulses that lead you 
astray, lead me to enjoy the material more; not 
your opinions but the problems. And, I'm sure, we 
understand each other perfectly. 


| wouldn't agree. 
Comrade. 
I think you may be seeing this from— 


| think there are reasons for closets and mine is 
just like yours except I’m a bit more honest. And 
mine doesn't seem to be as cluttered as yours. | 
would have to ask you if you enjoy your job and 
then we can work it out from there. 


You see; you can't imagine that someone could have a 
different interest in this world, in you, or in the safety 
and well-being of others. 


You may be right. But I'm willing to give others 
the benefit of the doubt. Not that | care. But not 
so, with you. 


Certainly you realize that two people can look at 
something and see totally different things based on 
their upbringing, sickness or whatever it may be. 


Certainly. 


And if | tell you what I think, it’s only an opinion. 
But, really, we're not here to argue or to define my 
interests, or, if you prefer, my problems. We're here to 
understand what may be getting you into trouble. 


What gets me into trouble is simple. It's 
mundane. But if we are here to work that out then 
it's only gonna happen if | don’t think you're just 
another closeted pervert. 

| know that we don't listen to the same 
music or like the same movies. | wouldn’t even 
trust you to recommend a good video for a quiet 
night in. | don’t trust you to know what's good 
and what's bad because you don't trust your own 
tastes. You prefer to stay politely and safely 
confused. You're a fucking ant. 


An ant who's in rather a different position than the 
one you're in, right now. 


TEN 


Arch your back. 


Suck your stomach in. 
Lean back, sweetheart. 
Be a good girl. 
Be good little girl. 
| don’t believe you—not for a second. 
But | want to. 
I'd like to hear what you have to say and | really 
want to believe like | wish you did. But | can't. 
"Cause you're a bad liar. 
And you're not fooled, are you? 
You don't really believe all this, do you? 
Filthy liar. 
Arch your back. 
Now tell me why you're back here. 
Tell me what you think | want to see. 
Then show it to me. 
Suck in, dear. Alright. 
Just let it lay there in your mouth. 
Don’t move your tongue. 
Let me just fuck your face. 
Let me fuck your head. 
What are you here for, dear? 
What made you come back here—what were you 
looking for? 
Did you think any of this would help? 
Did you, really? 
| don’t believe you—not a fucking word out of 
your mouth, I'm afraid. 
| don’t think you're being at all honest. 
What kind of pig are you? 
What kind of pig would do that? 
—would let someone do that to her? 
Who's a walking toilet bowl? 
Who's a good fucking nigger? 
Be a good girl. 
Be my good little girl. 


Tell me what's going with you—how could you 
possibly have decided this would be okay? 

| know what you're thinking. } 

And | know you're not saying it. | know you're 
lying. i 

And, cunt, listen here, | want to believe what 
you're saying more than the little thoughts | know ] 
exist in that ugly little head of yours, so try convincing 
me. 

C'mon, cunt, con me. 

Fool me into splashing all sorts of love over your 
hideous whore’s body. 

You cheap cunt: 

I've seen you raped, pig. I've seen your fatty 
rolled belly and hairy cunt tossed on to a bed and 
smashed by fists right in your face. Slam, slam right 
in that pressed-in face—splatting flesh and soft bone 
claps by hard knuckles hitting and popping your nose 
and cheeks and ugly lips; your hard forehead and 

ected sunken eyes. 

a mama ugly dugs flapping and belly rolled up 
into lazy weak loose bulges and puckered cottage 
cheese thigh backs and dark world weary circles 
under thin bags that tell me your brain is hurt and 
tired and essentially empty. 

| like the way those cracks look. 

| like the way those hard cracks to your face 
sound and how my cock gets hard just by seeing you 
tumble away. ; 

And now | want you to convince me that you don't 
like it. 

Understand, slut? 

All the crying and pulling away and cheap 
wrestling and pity look too fucking easy from here. 

| know you don't want it. 
| do know this, absolutely. 


I'm just not sure at all that you know that. 

This is not good. 

Not at all, | hear your lipsticked bathroom talk 
echo off another trussed up and safe prostitute’s face 
or your fucking suburban mother or whatever pig 
who's unlucky enough to be near you and have a cunt 
and a little free time. And they all agree. 

Right? 

This is not good. 

And it isn’t. Right? 

Not at all. 

And this, believe me, | know. 

| know this is true. 

So why do you sound so weak and ugly now? So 
unnatural. 

Tell me about your sisters. 

C'mon, cunt. Tell me about those cows at the 
back. 

The ones that wouldn't go in the alley, wouldn't 
display all those bumps and pigness in quite the 
unique way you do: and how ‘bout the beasts at home 
who just can’t even think about those things. 

You know what I'm talking about? 

There's two girls, okay. One's been raped—had 
her cunt drilled by a cock she didn’t want in there, 
big deal, and had her tits grabbed and her soft 
nipples bit and maybe beaten into black and blue 
bruised painful bags of cancer waiting to slip and 
seep into every pore of her body and had her asshole 
spread open and had a fat cock forced down into it. 
Got a throatful of cum and a face full of spit and piss 
and licked up some nice shit off a sloppy dick and 
dripping, hung fat asshole. 

You know, cunt, you know what | mean. 

Eat that, pig. Stick your tongue up that shitted 
hole and chew out that stomach filth and grease and 
disease. Mixed on hot piss and fecal sweat and your 
own vomit. All over your face. That'll clean up your 
face, whore. 

Wipe your make-up off, whore. 

Clean that dick. 

Suck and lick your own shit off that dick and 
stink just like an animal that’s been up inside you and 
in your disgusting gritty body and deposited all sorts 
of garbage into your soul. 

You're led around, dear. 

By what, honey? 

Exactly—what exactly makes you—or allows you— 
to do this? 

Sweetheart. 

With your head in the toilet. Licking and sucking 
shit off your stomach while lying down in the bathtub. 

Chewing it, drinking piss. 

For a little money. A lot of crack. 

$5 extra buys a lot of that good stuff out there. 

Be a good girl. 


Come on, baby. 

Tell me what you see from in there. 

Better, tell me what you've seen. 

Tell me how you've come to make these decisions. 

How do you know what's left? How do you figure 
this all out—what's on your plate, honey? 

And, cunt, make me believe you. 

You fucking better just make me believe you. 

Because | am fucking bigger than you. 

That part is perfectly true. 

Physically, you don’t stand a chance. We agree on 
that. 

When you check your windows at night. Are you 
worried about one specific way in? Does it keep you 
up at night? Partly? Do you just give in? Or do you 
sleep safe—or maybe you burn inside thinking of 
those... what, truths? When you close your eyes what 
do you see? Or do you just sit there and fucking burn? 

With those details that make sense. And those 
facts and statistics. 

Every woman is so fucking lucky if she can turn 
eighteen and not have been molested by the time she 
hits that long slope downward. 

Right? 

One gets beaten and raped. For hours. Her 
stretched out huge black pit of a cunt between her 
fatty wobbly legs, her face and neck and chest and fat 
belly punched hard—fucking hard—till she just goes 
black body and brain. He fucks those holes, that head 
all up and puts her near death. 

And one doesn't. 

And the one that doesn’t get viciously fucked by 
everything she deserves, everything she asks for, starts 
to wonder about her chances. 

How her daddy didn’t fuck her. 

Or a man by the little girls’ bathroom didn’t slip a 
finger up inside her tender little baby prize. 

Or a co-worker didn’t force her down the stairs in 
the back and plow into her crying surprised hating 
face with his tiny pecker pulled from underneath a 
bulging porky beer belly and stained piss undershorts. 

Fate is slowly whittling away her safety, her 
chances to avoid pain and violence. 

And she’s getting frightened. 

More and more, lately. 

With those boyfriends getting bigger and the crack 
addicts and the neighborhoods getting blacker and 
the TV shows showing more and more what they really 
do out there in the ghettos. And that’s what they 
want. 

Those motherfuckers. 

And she's checking those windows. And listening 
to what they say at work. How it’s all sex, sex, sex and 
violence against women and those motherfuckers; 
these motherfuckers. 

They're the ones that start wars. 


And harm little kitty cats. 

You know, in this little corner. Thinking about 
these fat hard cocks being shoved down screaming 
cunts’ necks, choking these dimwitted naturally 
tender babes, these fat fucking mother cunts’ eyes 
watering up and just strangling on these red hard-ons 
and furry balls and oily white cum. 

Being strangled with big hands, while they're 
fucking their faces. 

Punching their faces in. 

Fucking them up the ass. Into that bleeding, 
seeping tightness that smells just like the fingers 
pushed in their mouths to stretch it out and force 
down their tongues before another hard open palmed 
slap across those meaty blushed cheeks and small 
noses. 

Their burning and tearing eyes. Streaming please 
don't, please leave me alone tears down their no 
longer cute, no longer beautiful, no longer cheery and 
alive and special faces. 

And she’s so scared for her cunt and the damage 
that carries to her brain. 

For the physical side: The actual pain and the 
fear that wonders if it’s going to be killed right there 
and then. 

That survival impulse that refuses to bark: please 
god just let me die now. 

And maybe the one that lusts after revenge or 
lives a generalized and atavistic hatred from then on. 
Cocksuckers. Motherfuckers; they're just dogs. 
And the other one’s checking those doors and 

windows as well. 'Cause she knows, right? 

She knows exactly what all those other ones are 
talking about. 'Cause she’s had it in there. Been 
choked and had those blood vessels pop and break 
behind those eyes. Felt that slow black separation 
from her body when it just became too much not to 
sleep through. 

And those filthy ugly thoughts. She’s seen them 
up close and lived through each and every one except 
the one where she gets her head caved in from the 
crashes of a ball peen hammer and has her cunt 
ripped open by a thick knife and sharpened 
screwdriver. 

She's just had her arms lopped off. After she had 
her cunt fucked harder than her face and asshole. 
Maybe. 'Cause that’s where she says these boys want 
to be. 

And she’s wrong, isn’t she? 

Maybe—maybe she just got fucked. By some 
stupid nigger. For only a few minutes. Maybe it didn't 
hurt as much as she thought it would. Maybe she was 
surprised at his violence. It wasn't sex, it was violence 
and he just hated so much. 

And that's what scares her. 

Believe it? 


And your daughters. What about those little 
babies who just don't know better? 

Cut her blonde baby crying face off and beat the 
small baby corpse into the bed with a baseball bat. 

And put out lit cigarettes on her forehead. 

And stick that baseball bat into her cunt. 

Or she was a lot older. Old middle aged to old 
woman with a rotting womb and graying hair and hot 
flashes and tired varicose veins. And she was 
surprised by the violence when that broken coke 
bottle dragged across her wrinkled spotty skin and cut 
deep into that sagged out vagina, lopped over those 
baggy dugs and dug deep down into her precious 
memories of her grandchildren and her kids and her 
hubby or friends and the way it used to be. 

Stop those old cold coughs by ramming a dick 
into her lungs. 

And she started checking her windows and doors 
long ago. She lived her life like that. 

Now she has something new to add to her whole 
wonderful list of anecdotes. 

How was work today, dear? 

There’s someone at the door. At two o'clock in the 
morning. He said his car broke down and he needs 
some money so he can get home on a bus. At least. 

He'll pay it back. 

Your house had a light on. 

You stuck two bucks through the mail slot. 

And then watched him leave down the street from 
your little window in the front room. 

And then stayed up all night. 

With the light still on. 

Does he think you're alone. Couldn't decide if it 
was better to answer the door or not. 

Dozing off on the couch. 

And there he was. 

At the back bedroom window with the lousy lock 
and, really, you should have called the police when 
the bell rang so late. 

What'd he tell you? 

Not to fight? Or did he like it that way. 

Your brittle limbs and female attempts at bravery 
and strength. 

And pride. 

How humiliated you were to even let this animal 
see that old unkempt meat slash and how old you've 
become. 

Like all women. And still you tried to hide your 
saggy weight and camel wrinkles and skin tags and 
bumps and discolorings and splotches and bruises 
and fat behind your old claw fingers. 

Hit the side of the little lunch table you've had all 
these years with your shin. Stubbed your big toe 
against the dresser one night when you got up to pee 
with only the bathroom light left on like always. 

Until your focus was on his cock. In your face. 


Into that dusty cunt. 

That hideous fused up bleeding dry raw slit with 
all its dead use and health problems. 

Remember how young you were once. 

He got what he wanted. 

And made you cry. 

Deeply, from the center of your gut all the way 
into your crooked back and softening spine. Huge 
sobs and gasps and then howls and screeches 
underneath an old pair of holed panty hose stuffed 
into your throat. 

Never been pissed on before, | bet. 

Never actually gave in and stuck that tongue out 
like that so he wouldn't cut it off completely; never 
thought you would have to—not even till you actually 
did it. 

Old whore. 

Old female. 

Those big fists. 

Hurting you and changing you. 

Remember how this is, now. 

For every day in the hospital thinking of nothing 
but kill the pain, suicide and this is what it all comes 
down to. 

You've lived your whole life for this. Waited all 
this time to get here. 

Dearie. 

A brutal hands held down old ass fuck. Flabby 
loose bags of aged beef being grabbed and pulled and 
forced into and nailed straight down into the darkest 
wettest floor you ever tasted. 

Wrap that cratered face around that prick, 
sweetie. 

Now hold your breasts up like you're offering 
them up for the camera. 

Arch your back. 

Don't forget what you're doing. 

Don't forget who you are. 

You are not who you pretend to be. Underneath 
that make-up and manners you're not as strong as you 
like to think. 

| don't see a speck of strength or anything that 
would help separate you from any other cunt carrying 
pig on her knees. 

No style. 

No sense of decorum. 

No class. 

No polite or demure appreciation of self over 
survival. 

Nothing special; no sense of self at all. 

Old fashioned motherly manners. Not now. Not 
naked. Not stripped. 

You're too quick to fall in line and beg. Too quick 
to offer up excuses and to lose hope and where is that 
god now? 

| know crack addicts who're better lays. 


Better fucks. 

But l'Il bet this is the best one you ever had, you 
phony beast. 

You'll keep this one until you die. Everyday. 

Suck it. Put it in your mouth. 

Lick, don’t suck. 

Get some dick. 

Not the head. 

Lick. Lick. Just lick. 

Old fucking hag. You decrepit rag. 

The one that got raped can see it all right there in 
front of her. 

And the one that didn't get attacked gets raped 
by only horny thoughts. She lusts after her fear and 
hatred and disgust. 

And it doesn’t have to be like this, does it? 

Dismantle the patriarchy. 

Heal yourself. 

Take back the night, sister, absolutely. 

Some cunt rats off the problems and reaps the 
applause, and fiery eyed; a brand new hand holding 
nest marches down to a rank little peep show parlour 
where your dad is jerking himself off in a booth 
thinking: 

tits 

Pussy 

wiggle that butt 

that's it, baby 

look at my dick 

and tossing another couple of dollars though the 
hole to the dancing quaalude skank. 

But the nest breaks up and trolls home in 
separate cabs. 

After they're done marching. And stomping and 
crying and singing and hugging and sharing and 
supporting. They trot up the stairs to their woolly beds 
and locks and photos of how bad it is and the 
fantasies of how bad it should be. 

Kiddie snuff, you know. 

That pose sure looks misogynist to me. Why, just 
look at how those vaginal lips are painted red and 
splayed open as if to beckon and sell. 

Labia. 

Bend over. 

Just like | showed you there in the photos. 

Arch your back. 

Flex into a hallway and whip ‘em out. 

And you do. 

One after another. 

Here’s another five, now put that shit in your 
mouth. And swallow. 

| want to see you vomit. 

It's okay as long as we see it. 

And | want to watch you die. Just by looking at 
you. 

Seeing your filth and knowing your descent into 


the lifeless can you were born to be: when your shit 
skinned hog mother farted you out into the video age 
and all its nigger shit eating, monkey jungle 
possibilities. 

Lick, don't suck. 

And tell me you don't want it. 

Make me believe you deserve better. 

Make me understand how wrong | am and how 
you may actually exist when you leave this fucking 
room. 

Make me believe | can feel your pain after l'm 
done fucking your ass with my cock and making you 
lick the shit off my cock and fucking you with my 
shitty cock—make me believe how it'll continue to 
hurt and to confuse you and to torture you. 

See the photo of your mama? 

Or your dad? 

And his buddies. 

And your school chums that didn't get raped— 
horribly violated and thrashed—who got to go home to 
their husbands and the lovely chance of making love 
and babies. 

l'Il fucking ruin you. 

See that shot of your smile? 

Tell me how it's going to change. 

Permanently. 

And how can | trust you? 

What can you say that'll make me hard. To know 
you're looking out your windows—obsessively— 
compulsively—because of me and the very real 
possibility of something other than your own rape 
fantasies or irrational fears? 

| like the idea. 

| like the way you look. 

And what I've seen. 

You hurt and frightened and terrified. 

And the way you felt. 

When you forced your face onto my defenseless 
cock, 

And fed your asshole ‘round my cut and raw cock. 

And sucked down all the pills and coke. 

So | had to slash the tits off your repulsive female 
torso. 

| like the way you cried when you got punched in 
the face. 

And had your luxurious hair yanked out of your 
fucking head. 

The way your eyes swoll up and shut. 

The way you howled to god and your mum when 
you tasted penis for the very first time. 

The way you woke up in a drainage ditch with 
your shoulder stumps caked in dirt and blood and 
your fucked cunt stretched over your entire life, 
sweetheart. 

What did daddy do to you? 

All daddies do that. 


Say it: all daddies do that. 

And don't tell your mother. 

Have some tact and learn to keep a secret. 

What did that sonofabitch do to you? 

Did you suck his cock? 

How could you do that? 

You must've wanted it, baby. 

How could you sit on that cock and pump your 
belly and vagina up and down like that? 

What were you thinking? 

When you let him cum in your mouth? 

When you bled onto his cock. 

When you begged him to stop. 

Arch your fucking back. 

Bend that spine, cunt, | want to see your tits. 

Here’s an extra five bucks. 

Tell me again. 

About your sister. 

And your pain. 

And your therapy. 

And the prozac. 

And the stitches and photos the cops took. 

How you slumped in court. 

And your interview with tears streaking through 
your plastered make-up. 

And about phantom pain where your arms should 
be. 

Tell me again, dear. 

"Cause | like to hear the stories. 

And, you know, | really want to believe it this 
time. 

So say it right this time. 

Slowly. 

Tell me | can trust you to be honest this time and 
that I'll see the you in the you I've got right now. 

Say it right. 

And I'll just listen this time. 

| promise. 

Maybe you can tell me while you dance. 

Or just stay put with my dick in your mouth. 

How 'bout if | fuck your face. 

Don’t move. 

Just let it lie in your head. 

Close your eyes. 

Don't move. 

Not even when | start to move my hips. Not even 
when | grind my cock into your face. 

Don't move. 


ELEVEN 


You look human now, you think. You’re back to being something 
that thinks what it has to say means something. That you possess 
something that | either need to hear or at least will put up with. 


Those gritty chomping teeth and thick lips, those 
droopy beady eyes. Those red puffed cheeks and 
sweaty brow. Matted unkempt face with a patent glow 
and bad TV gloss. Your fucking hair and delusional 
countenance. Everything about you is relaxed 
falsehood. Now. 

That boring sliding smile and pursed lips. Again. 
The image of your shiny white teeth crashed against a 
swimming pool tile rim or into a brightly clean concrete 
sidewalk. Shards of those little bricks and cartilage 
digging through your shocked face and eyes and skull 
and brain. Your worthless posing brain. Soft and dark 
and instinctual. Connected by disgusting thin and thick 
veins and mucous and muscle to your fat reddened 
tongue puddling with bodily viscous blood and an 
ocean of stomach acids and spit. From that fatty belly, 
that appendix scar and bloated haggis. Your womb. 
Your cunt. Your liquor soaked liver, spotted drug 
frenzied tendons and dilated pupils. Suck this end of 
the hammer now you cunting digging rutting pig, you 
cheap female beast. 

Dead eyes under your worn scarred hands, trying to 
hide the flesh you paint in front of a little less bright 
mirror before you check if the wrinkles in your ass 
show through your loose dress if the wind blows it too 
tight. Your needled hips and puckered thighs. Your 
flabby diseased existence. That wiry hair with its dying 
gray barbed mattings, that virus that swims and 
breathes and defines your every eye bat and cheek flex. 

Do you know what one does with that? Do you 
know what you look like? Now? That crow's-feet and 
please let there be a glimmer glint. Like a cheap star 
on your door and vaseline hazed edges, you're as cheap 
as your fantasies allow these days. Low rent and ready. 
Low rent and used to it. 

Do you know what you look like when this slides 


into your face? Your mouth open to your personality 
and your eyes pretending that the fleshy part is more 
than your position here. Now. A hand on your head. 
Gentle. Then, as you like it, with your rhythm. As you 
crave assurance that l'm as animal as you, as you 
desire comment, as you require payment. 

I've seen that face before. I've seen that look 
before. I've seen that life before. | saw it before | even 
laid my sorry eyes on what it is you've designed this 
very moment or the one before that. 

| held your personality—your entire being—in my 
hand long before | came in here. 

And | want to be here when you realize what you've 
become. What you are. What you've let happen to 
yourself. What you've allowed to roll over you and 
squash you slowly into that thing in the mirror that 
didn't work out quite right. What happened? How could 
you? How could they? 

And you'll spread another layer of drippy mustard 
across your soaked lathered corpse maw and tell 
yourself it’s all you've got tonight. It can’t be helped. 

You'll just have to make do. 

Those wires under your flappy breasts. Those 
withered motherly dugs full of desert air and metal 
cancer. Golf ball string tumors pinching and splitting 
through those hideous bags that you heave across your 
bruised and chewed torso every second of every minute 
of every day. You sick dying beast. A great yawn of 
death in some lazy jungle somewhere thinking take 
care of me, plug me up, fill me in and please don't 
ever let me be alone to even think. Think about those 
dreams that fooled you. And maybe you're not as bad 
as you seem just at this very second. 

In the mirror. Or down at the plate that’s cleaned 
of grease and fat that now streams and soaks into your 
cauliflowered face pockets. Those close up looks of 


holed pores and pits and scars and memories. 

Remember your first french kiss? 

How about that hand-job? Remember the time you 
thought you'd just go along with what he said so you 
could—what—for a little while more. Remember the 
reasoning? And how you laugh at it now? And how you 
think of it as unimportant in most ways, but you think 
of it often enough to bother you with a shiver. 

Remember your one hundredth blow-job? 

Remember what he does with that thing. The piss 
that spills and sprays through that little hole at the end 
that spits and plods into a toilet at the other end. That 
he wipes off with a piece of toilet paper and deposits 
that as well. The stinging yellow piss that drips from 
the hole in that dick. And the smell. Of his sweat—a 
sort of chocolatey smell that came from underneath his 
dank balls hanging a bit too old due to his barroom 
desperate age just about to his asshole that almost 
pointed to the floor in the position you were in. 

That old ragged knuckle pressed down and again 
into your dark pit butthole. Hung open when you 
shoved it his way. Gaping like a mouth. Like your 
mother's mouth. Like your father’s finger. In and in and 
in, like a greased tree stick into a fleshy mud hole with 
a squashing sliding suck that gave up sliding all too 
soon and you were left: 

On your back, on your shoulders with your elbows 
holding your weight and your hands anchored to your 
waist. 

Your knees against your torso, your legs losing 
blood and wavering until you realized you were just a 
hole on a bed, a lifeless form with a slimy finger being 
dug into anything’s asshole. 

Your hole so fucking big and hung that the smell 
came up from your queasy stomach more than from a 
lack of proper toilet training. Your shit nestled and 
scratching inside your stomach up against the beggings 
of your chest that hung flesh to your sides like 
forgotten worthless—embarrassing—female sacks. 

It went on for days. That digging and prodding. 
And fingering. Into and up to your black shit. Inside 
your corpus. Not as deep as you needed to feel more 
than the friction and what you had for a meal last night 
and later in the day. Not deep enough to—like now 
where you wish he would've just yanked open that fat 
gaping asshole with his dirty grappling claws and 
rammed a rock hard fist straight down into your heart 
and lungs and ribs and spleen and guts and ripped it 
all out in one handful, spreading and spilling your 
bloody pissy burning insides all over the hole, your 
thighs and stomach and screaming face splashing 
them back onto those body parts no one should ever 
see again and why don't you just die. Rub it out. And 
down. And in. And let you die right there. 

But it didn't happen. He pulled out again and went 
back in again. In again and again and again while you 


thought about what? And finally when he presented it 
to you. To lick with your eyes closed, waiting for his 
dick and smacking on your mucous and just a lot of 
green stomach shit; the taste of your green intestines 
inside down there. When that smell hit you on his 
barely hard cock finally slid into that cavern of drown 
and drip. 

Barely hard. 

And slides in so easily. 

He had to keep his hand around his balls and 
move it to the base of his shaft and he wanted to just 
pop or beat or at least get some friction or at least get 
hard and greasy. 

No blood. No AIDS. You hope. With nothing but lax 
elasticity and distended rosebud. 

Those stretch marks at the sides of your dugs. And 
again at your flat bunched and pinched nipples. And 
that abortion you had. You mama. You lactating beast. 
You pig with a parasite, a dog with a swollen street 
belly running away like a possum from a car on the 
highway. 

That abortion. 

That vacuum cleaner jammed up into that slash 
that so demurely shut after someone flushed into it. 
That allowed—with a painful reluctance and quick jabs 
and tugs—its bloody raw walls to be scraped and 
sucked clean of the monstrous little bug that 
somersaulted and clutched and suckled inside of you. 

Did you sit on your ass like they told you at the 
clinic? 

Don't walk around. Stay in bed. Call us if you start 
to bleed or discharge anything that seems... well, 
unnatural. Did you get up and walk around on purpose? 
Did you hate yourself—not for the baby. For that little 
rat. But for your niggerish stupidity. For the cold violent 
abuse; the rape, the cartoon, the used up bag and hog 
that you now knew you were. 

Angel. 

Sweetheart. Did you give it a name? Did you 
remember a song or a sweet movie or image from your 
daddy's childhood. Before you knew that squish you 
felt as you lumbered off someone's bed some night or 
other was a disease building itself into a three hundred 
dollar problem and a slight headache and a few 
droplets of blood in the toilet water and across the 
paper that, for fuck’s sake, you knew enough to wipe 
back and not up. Not to spread any toxins from your 
own wretched filthy whore's corpse into that whore’s 
cunt. 

A fistula between the holes. 

A tampon plugged up inside that greasy flesh. 

A hair all curled and mosquitoed hanging in the air 
on the edge of that meat pink slash too near your shit 
hole. 

A fat man's moneyed face washed up and his short 
tongue lolling and mauling all that pressed and 


stretched meat while you think of the act and time and 
next morning and he thinks you were someone else and 
you'll do and what's important is the sort of cunt and 
tits and moans and looks and tugs and pictures he— 
exactly—wants. 

What kind of roach fell out of you? 

And crawled across that ghetto wooden floor into a 
socket of splinters and piss warped unwashable paint. 

What kind of rat did you abort? 

A beautiful girl in your arms; blue and twitching 
from the cocaine mix clogging up your thin blood 
streams. 

A little faceless pup with a hole in its heart that'll 
breathe its first whole year through an oxygen tube 
because of the congenital mistake a dysgenic liar and a 
common street whore soaked in drugs and liquor and 
clean cutting self-obsessed stupidity form. You know; 
niggers on welfare. 

A cripple. 

In a chair or leg braces, at least. 

A little girl that you can fit two fingers up into. A 
crying tot that slowly turns eight which you've figured 
is the right time to see if you can make that gentle and 
clean and hairless, of course, shut tight flesh space 
that looks just like... well, natural. 

A little boy you can chew to death. Watch him 
scream. Tie him to a chair and beat him. Pull him. Eat 
him. Little thing. 

A little devil that makes you cry. When you come to 
think about what you've become. And what you owe 
him. And how you have to be a certain predestined 
thing for him. And how... well, nature... doesn’t seem 
to be working the way you planned. Or hoped. Or 
prayed night after night to let you get through it or be 
another way and so far, you've been let down and 
bitter. 

What happens when it rains? 

Do you get melancholy? Do you like the way it feels 
on your old leathered skin, do you feel a surreal 
happiness based on trust in god and goddess or in 
memories or in a gentle hope that mutters fire, water, 
earth and air somewhere in that empty happy fogging 
hippie head. 


TWELVE 


I've seen that little boy crying as he was hurt. | saw him coaxed 
away from his mother in the mall, so easily. Just a little boy coyly 
holding another gentle guiding hand. Unalone. Needs a little 
help. A little care and love and schooling. Some hugs and pets 
and fun. A bright smile across his two year old turning three 
baby’s face. Such an exciting time for this little playful ball of 
charm and cheer and nature. 


| saw his nearly three short compact boy's face 
contort into full raked pain: and especially because it 
wasn’t from the physical, base, powerful torture 
inflicted on his tiny tiny body. Yet. It was the fear that 
left as quickly as it came. For such a young inchoate 
mind could easily drift and swim into the next colorful 
promising fantasy. A smile or a confused nod or a 
begrudged acceptance or bright hope; maybe a sly 
condescending act to let you believe you've won or 
fooled him. Then, just as happily, that promise of his 
mother and safe dad and some more adventure and 
everything is new anyway. Petulant brat. Cuddly 
darling full of selfish need and warm parasitic 
humanity. The clear drop of that face. The pure 
inability to mask a dream pulled violently away from 
that all encompassing baby's mind. Contorted into 
three-year-old rage and anger at how unfair this is. 
And how he didn't do anything. He doesn’t want this. 
Simple. Stop. This little baby does not want any of 
this. 

And he prays to who? 

Who's taken the place of safety and care and 
equity. These new faces and hands have been here 
forever until he sees—realizes, knows, discovers—that 
they intend on hurting him. Some more. Even more. 

Who will miss you? 

Who will lose you? 

Who will worry about you. And what—exactly, 
little boy—are you worried about. You need safety and 
protection and every little shiny pastel blue and vivid 
reds and gentle brown-oranges and plastic peach 
thought there in those ruddy puffed out slits all wet 
and desperately rageful and shouting and violent is all 


you: that little package so vulnerable and soft and 
naked and wide fucking open. Brain to eyes to full 
mouth to chest to tight bunched testicles and 
diapered relaxed shithole to baby little fat legs, knees 
and ticklish feet. Formless little stomach, soft skin. 

| saw that boy pull your pants off. And tear 
batteries into your tiny pleading mouth. And let's see 
if they fit in his bum. 

Hold him down. 

Put your finger in there. 

And this, darling, is what | know: that the police 
found your little dead wrecked play sex doll, with a 
small tear inside your body. Inside your nearly three- 
year-old asshole. And this, darling, is what they told 
your parents. That it could have been from 
constipation. 

The police didn't look at the shit found on the 
railroad track near your body. With the blood above it. 
And the batteries had lain there too long to be tested. 
Frost and dew and gravel all helped to erase, if there 
were any, traces of your little body. 

And | love that your parents weren't told. And the 
police didn't want to even look. Or admit. And 
pretend that it wasn’t important. 

And your torturers, your killers, your deciding 
gods—the ones that pulled you away from your 
parents and pushed your sweet little hug flashes, 
photographs and memories in front of every TV, 
newspaper and fuck me dog-style moment your 
parents have been after forever. 

Remember? 

Remember; the way he laughed and giggled. 

And how about the time he brushed against your 


cheek and actually made a kiss noise with his lips. 
How sweet, what a special dear child. 

Please, please, please let it all be a dream. A 
fucking nightmare that'll end sometime. 

What did they want with that little body? 

With your little body. With your little boy... your 
flesh and blood... what plans did you have for him? 

come on, baby 

Is all he had to say and your little boy was taken 
away. From his mum. And his family forever. Left the 
photos though. And the stories. 

Jon Venables cried during the interrogation. 

His ten-year-old face contorting around the 
confusion he tried to fight and the truth he now 
regretted and couldn't figure out. The trouble that 
seemed too powerful, too overwhelming for right now. 
And let's go home. 

The little boy cried to his mum, in front of the 
cops who were disturbed by the boy's frailty and small 
size. 

He cried: 

“| never touched a boy, mum, | never.” 

“| never, mum.” 

“I never killed him, mum, mum, we took him and 
left him at the canal, mum, that’s all.” 

He cried, sobbed heavily and rose out of his little 
chair, confused and distraught: 

“But we never got a kid, mum, we never, we never, 
we never got a kid.” 

“But we never got a kid, mum, we never. We saw 
those two lads together we did, we never got a kid, 
mum, mum, we never got a kid, you think we did, we 
never, mum, we never.” 


Tell me about the hammer. 
The hammer—Thee hammer. 

You had one under your seat in the van. 
It was part of the deal actually; it was a company 
van and the hammer was part of a tool box that 
sat underneath the driver's seat. 

What other kinds of tools were in the box? 


Well, you'd be interested in the screwdriver and 
the crowbar, | suppose. 


Did you add these items to the toolbox or did they 
actually come with the box—which | assume would be 
in the cab for emergencies like tire repair or engine 
work? 


Right, and it's hard to imagine a hammer or 


screwdriver being needed? Or, god forbid, a 
crowbar. 


| was just wondering if the box was equipped before 
you took over the van. 


Actually, | did make sure the hammer was added. 
And | sharpened the screwdriver down to an 
incredibly vicious point by filing it down against 
concrete in the shop's garage. 


What was the purpose of that? 
Just exactly what you think. 


You don’t know what I think—only what you know and 
think | suspect. 


But you do think you know what I’m thinking, 
whether you're going to admit it or not—this 
whole annoying conversation is based on your 
assumptions. 


You give me too much credit. Just tell me about the 
hammer, how about that, then? 


| always liked knowing it was under the seat. 

Yes— 
When | was getting blown by nigger prostitutes, 
I'd just lay my head back and concentrate on that 
tongue—that fucking cracked up face being 
fucked in my lap. And | waited for those roaming 
hands to fuck with my pockets or socks and | 
knew | wasn’t worried because the hammer was in 
easy reach. 

So you must have had it out of the box by then. 
Yes. Not the screwdriver though. 

Or the crowbar? 


Or the crowbar. Or the spraypaint. The pliers—a 
knife, some long rusty nails and screws. 


So was the hammer protection? 
Um, not really—not in the way you mean it. | 
knew | would use it if things got out of hand. | 
knew to be careful beforehand. The tool was there 
for really, just when | wanted it. 


Did you ever use it? 


aa in ii al 


Yes. 
Tell me about it. 


Cracked a nigger whore's head in half. Brought it 
down smash on her close cropped nigger nappy 
head and dug straight down into her warped 
fogged up fried out brain. 


Did she have your penis in her mouth? 
| wish. 

When did you kill her, then? 
Which one? 

The one you just told me about. 


Could have been any—I'll tell you about one pig 
in particular. | actually remember her as the best. 
The most special, a real dear. 

She was crying before she got in the truck. 
| pulled up to the corner she was at—this is at 
Fulton and Lake, you know, where all of them 
were back then. This disheveled beast runs up to 
the cab without a shirt on. Just baggy gray 
pants—like work pants that were too big for her 
and, | found out later on, she also had on dirty 
scratched up and worn through cowboy boots— 
which is a bit odd really, but, anyway: um, she 
had absolutely no shirt on—nothing, not in her 
hand or tied around her waist or anything. Just a 
skinny stomach and jiggly sort-of young floppy 
nigger tits with those black nipples those cunts all 
seem to have—sort of uneven and puckered and 
bumpy and sort of stuck out and rough looking. 

She runs up to the drivers’ seat and starts 
banging on the door—saying all this shit about: “I 
see you all the time, you better stop now, you 
better go for a date with me.” And | laughed— | 
said: “Where's your shirt, dear?” And she grabs 
those black dugs and squeezes and says, “You 
like ‘em, you like my tits? Why don’t you go with 
me?" And though | don’t remember exactly, sadly, 
| think she probably said, “I'll suck you good.” Of 
course, most of them said that—“You wanna nice 
lollipop blow-job” or “You ready to git yo’ dick 
sucked?” 

Now, thinking about it—it’s incredibly 
dangerous letting one of these beasts into your 
car because if the cops would stop you, you're 
fucked. All the cops knew the girls. But having 
one without any shirt on at all is just pushing the 
issue. 

Anyway, | let her in. She nearly jumped 


through the driver's side anyway. And as soon as 
she got in she was just like all the others—which 
was fine. She reached over and massaged my 
cock and scratched my balls and even pulled her 
nipples as we drove to the place | knew to go. 
She knew | knew—she was perfectly correct about 
seeing me around a lot. | knew a lot of the girls 
by sight now. 

We went to this driveway—a short driveway 
behind a closed meat packing plant, pretty dark 
except for this white paint everywhere that, | 
guess, reflected the moon so it was kind of 
perfect. Somehow | had my dick out and she was 
jerking it and she positioned herself like she was 
going to blow me. 

| should mention, | suppose, that one of 
these roaches’ tricks is always to turn the littlest 
thing into a major production. All the shifting 
around worries the john who's on the look-out for 
cops and anxious to have all this done with. It’s a 
weird sort of situation, actually. 

Isn't it? 


Certainly. 


Right, so she didn’t have anywhere to fuck around 
with, really—as she didn’t have any shirt on and | 
was trying to shimmy my hands—or one of my 
hands—around her ass as her dirty nigger hair 
started to bob about in my lap. 

Have you ever gotten a blow-job from a 
nigger? 


Please. 


Well, maybe you know then. How these whores 
use their tongues a lot—to quicken things up— 
and their hands. On your balls, on your dick to 
stroke it as they lick and suck. It’s messy. 

| reached down to feel one of those thin tits 
and she jumped back. Really hard and different 
from the usual sort of reaction—which is based 
on more money, so | kind of expected it. But this 
one fucking like flew back as if | startled or hurt 
her. And | didn’t pinch it, | didn't really even grab 
or get a full hand on it. And, keep in mind, she 
didn't have a shirt on—needless to say, | was 
really confused. 

She looked at me and just mumbled some 
slurred crack garbage—the only word | could 
make out was “baby” and, | think, “careful” but, 
you know, | caught the gist. 


You had said earlier she was crying before she even 
got in. 


Oh right, right. When she said all that about 
seeing me driving around all the time and not 
stopping, she started to cry. Because, she said, 
business was so bad and she really needed the 
money. Jeez, | can’t believe | forgot that bit—she 
was like selling her tits and crying at the same 
time, or just within seconds from thought to 
thought. When she jumped in, she had to wipe 
the fucking snot from her nose and nigger lips 
with her hand. And—t'll tell you something 
funny—she wiped the back of her hand in her 
hair as if maybe | didn't see it or she didn't care 
or maybe | couldn't figure out what she was 
doing. 

You know, you can be as nice as you like 
and I'll tell you—however much you don’t like to 
admit it, they're so much like monkeys. There's 
this fat nigger cunt who works at the L platform 
near my apartment and she’s behind these bars— 
it's really like watching a gorilla. One time | was 
yelling at her ‘cause she was so fucking slow and 
she just stared off to the side like this immense 
stubborn fat ape, just fucking sat waiting for flies 
to pick off her children or a big fucking black fist 
to come and whap her jungle half-ton head into 
place. 

But | digress, don't 1? 

This pig is sensitive about her breasts and 
she’s sucking me off and suddenly—and | mean 
like that—while my dick is inside her face it 
suddenly hits me. That what | really want to do— 
or maybe, you tell me, what | need to do—is slash 
those nipples right off her skinny crack burned 
dirty brown body. 

I'll tell you something weird—when | think 
of her—and | don’t think | think in black and 
white—I remember her bony body as gray. Why is 
that? 


Maybe because of the odd lighting in the area. 


No, | don't think so. It's kind of like covered in 
cigarette ash gray. 

Some—I can see big red lips and brown 
squashed greasy oily noses and dimpled black 
warts and spots—freckles or moles or age spots, | 
don't know, black zits and pits all one wet brown 
black skin. And their tits and bellies with stretch 
marks and cuts and thick black bulbous scars. 

But this one seems just like fucking gray 
head to toe. 


Sounds surreal. 


Yeah. But it shouldn't. Maybe it was the lights. 
It's a weird sort of black and green area with big 


words painted in red and white and all this 
concrete. Anyway, fuck’s sake— 

| grabbed her fucking hair. | reached down 
into her rat's nest mop and dug my fingers deep 
across her skull and tried to force her head up but 
my hand sort of slipped over her head. Not 
surprisingly, she reacted like a fucking animal and 
hit me hard right in my face. Full on. One hand 
hit my arm—my lower arm hard and the other 
scratched right into my face. My fucking nose 
stung and my eyes just immediately watered up. 
But somehow my hands just—one hates to use 
the word—just naturally extended around her 
throat and my arms bent in and crashed her head 
against the window. The van had one of those 
quick drop offs where you're kind of sitting just 
above the engine, so the dashboard is like right 
here and the window is less than, say, six inches 
on an angle above that. 

She didn't hit the window so hard to crack 
either her head or the window, thank fuck, but my 
arms were able to push her far enough away fast 
enough to prevent any further attack. But, I'm 
telling you, we're like so fucking close in this cab 
| don’t know how we shifted so fucking quick. 
Someone had to be looking out for me. And she 
went out immediately. | choked her for a long 
time—I had no intention of being fooled but | 
really think she was perfectly ready to die 'cause 
she just went out. 

Her throat was so tight. And | just kept 
fucking squeezing. There was like no sweat, no 
fight, no mistake. Just pure. And | smelled her 
body die. Like rotten shit—and she was a mess 
when | pulled her pants down too—and her eyes 
were like red blotches all over and so fucking 
dead, it was like—I was so incredibly hard all this 
time. | was never worried or confused and the 
pain in my face was like a pleasure. | liked that 
she reacted that way: that she didn’t have a 
chance or it just hit her so violently and perfectly. 

| took her out of the cab and dragged her in 
the grass alongside the building and the van, off 
the driveway. And | choked her some more and 
then stood up and dug my boot on her neck—in- 
between her chin and shoulder blades and just 
stepped down, sort of digging her into the dirt, 
crushing all those bones there. | kicked her 
face—the face that | had just fucked—and her 
tongue had sort of disappeared there in the mud 
and mess, there in the dark and | just knew | 
wanted to fuck it again and | was raging. 

| hate to be like that. | hate to be out of 
control—sexually, it sounds like you're out of 
control, like you're a slave to your dick. But | was 
fucking huge and my focus was rapidly on 


cumming or at least on pulling and stroking my 
exposed wet cock. The air made everything 
exaggerated and just really tense. And | wanted to 
pound on her skull with the hammer and work on 
her cunt, but it just dawned on me that | had to 
fuck that mouth and to piss in it. And | knew | 
had to cum first, before | could piss so that’s 
what I did. | jerked off into her dead nigger face 
and then dumped a load into her face and dead 
mouth and eyes and hair and flat ugly nose and 
then just stood there—staring at that dead 
mess—until | felt the piss come up to my balls 
and out in one of those slow wet spurts until it 
finally came in a hard hot gush like | was washing 
graffiti off a concrete wall. My piss hole hurt and 
the piss seemed like acid into her melting make- 
up—but, really it just got wet and plastic looking. 
Like | was making her cry again. 

| left my cock out a bit and then decided | 
better get out of there. | kind of like that as well. 

Kind of like how after you go through these 
incredible scenes making these pigs do whatever 
disgusting thing you want them to do, right after 
you cum, you start seeing them as human again. 
Or maybe human is the wrong word—you just see 
the situation as not quite as clear or channeled 
or, | don’t know, focused as you did during the 
rush to cum and you sort of take stock. And 
maybe you give the beast the benefit of the doubt 
then. 

Of course, | wanted to leave but | also 
wanted to play with the mess | made and | didn’t 
see this dead mannequin as anything approaching 
human. 

And not just ‘cause she was black, you 
understand? 


Sure. Fine. 
Or because she was female. 

Okay. 
She was shit. She was a dog. | don’t want to 
confuse the issue—for you or for me—but | don’t 
want this to sound like hatred or revenge or 
whatever. 

Okay. 
| don’t think she—deserved—it. | don’t think she 
was asking for it. But, | mean, actually, she was— 
| don’t know—I just don’t like it to sound so 
primitive or slavish, | guess. 


Do you think it is slavish? 


No, | really don’t. 
Okay. Go on. 


| pulled out her cunt with the hammer just to do 
it. | beat her hairy cunt from the outside. | 
pounded on the mound of venus, as it were, with 
both edges of the hammer. | made an incredible 
mess of her. 

| wrenched her womb from her, ripped her 
open and smashed her beastly breasts down into 
her chest bones all with the hammer. Just like | 
was beating her into pulp. Right back into the 
mud that made up her skin color. 

| went back to her face. Then those dugs, 
smashing and splitting the nipples into flat mash, 
into pure black mulch. And her face collapsed 
under the hammer blows. The bones cracked and 
gave way while her skin broke and tore and fell 
apart. Separated. | imagine the people who found 
her corpse would have been very disturbed. Very 
sickened. 

Have you seen the autopsy report? 


No. 


Do you know if they ever found her body, or 
identified it? 


Don't you? 


No. | figured it’s the sort of thing that wouldn't be 
reported. Whores, whatever. 


No. | don't know that a body was ever found. 
Interesting. 
What does that tell you? 


| don’t know that it tells me anything. What does 
it—specifically —tell you? 


That they didn't report the murder to me or that they 
didn't find a body? 


Yeah—either. | suppose you just answered it 
though. 


Do you think | don't believe you? 
Suddenly, it seems obvious. 


What if | don’t believe you—what then? 


Fuck if | know. | don’t have to convince you. But, 


I'll tell you something; what would it mean if 
someone didn’t do this but only fantasized about 
it. Or maybe, worse, just wanted to believe it 
happened that way? 


Wanted someone else to believe it or wanted to 
believe it themselves? 


The latter, actually. 


Do you think there's a difference between fantasy and 
reality? 


Of course, don’t be silly—I'm just wondering if 
your sort would look at such a specific taste, if it 
was only a—say, a masturbation fantasy—if your 
sort would see that as just as damning as the 
actual act. 


I think damning would be the wrong word. But I also 
think control is an issue, as is a certain degree of 
hostility vented in what may be considered— 

| fucking hate that word: hostility. 


Are you being ironic? 


Sadly, not on purpose. | just don’t think you 
understand. 


THIRTEEN 


| have some photos of a cunt. Just a big cunt that | pointed a 
camera at, snapped and then developed myself at an artschool 
rent-a -lab. 


The cunt was part of a young lady that | had 
dated quite a few years back. She had done numerous 
self-portraits with her own camera, most of them 
nude; her big high-school tits over her slim tight waist 
and teenly chubby ass with a stupid sucked in pout 
and lavishly painted eyes under lots of big black hair. 
She was pleased to pose for me. 

She thought it would be nice to have close-ups of 
her cunt just before and after we'd had sex. Wet and 
slimy and a little rubbed and her pubic hair matted 
all in black and white. Once she suggested shaving 
her pubic nest and snapping the rashed sweat slash 
also before and after fucking. 

| also have shots of her head with my dick in her 
mouth—taken standing up with her on her knees 
looking up at the camera, tongue extended, and a 
couple more laying down flat with her hair pulled 
back in a fist full of bun by me, porno-style. 

| have other personal photos. 

Aside from a small cache of child pornography 
that is hardly mass market and printed on home 
stock; but this is available to a few more than just 
me. 

A gentleman raped a young lady in a room in a 
southern state and was kind enough to send me some 
polaroids he took. The snaps also include a close-up 
of a wet cunt. 

Sadly, but understandably, he kept most of the 
shots that he said included the cunt being forced to 
shave off her pubic patch with a long razor. 

| HELD HER DOWN WITH MY KNEES AT FIRST 
WHILE | BATTERED HER FACE WITH A BILLY CLUB. 
WHEN SHE FELL UNCONSCIOUS | HANDCUFFED 
HER TO THE BED. 

| STUCK THE BILLY CLUB UP INSIDE HER. SHE 
WRITHED AND TRIED TO SHAKE HER BODY AWAY 


BUT THE HANDCUFFS HELD PERFECTLY. 

| SHAVED HER CUNT WHEN | TOLD HER SHE 
BETTER STAY STILL. | TOLD HER I DON’T USUALLY 
GO FOR WOMEN HER AGE. 

A guy | used to work with—he was a salesman 
that dealt with my company almost daily—gave me an 
entire box of Kodak 8 x 10s. His wife had caught him 
having an affair and he was worried about having even 
more evidence around, especially since this was yet 
another woman. 

These shots were mainly of the beast he was 
plowing. A nurse that hung out at his local bar. He 
encouraged her to wear her nurse uniform in 
suggestive ways; though it was her idea to take the 
photos, he said. 

The nurse was skinny with saggy drunk tits and 
the hairiest brown bush I'd ever laid eyes on. The 
salesman commented on it before | even opened the 
box. The shots included the hirsute pig in her lab coat 
and nurse hat talking on a telephone and sticking a 
dildo into her cunt. There were also photos of the 
nurse sucking off the salesman in almost the same 
standing position as the ones | had taken. 

Just a few months after he gave me those photos 
to guard for awhile, he had a massive brain 
hemorrhage and died. His wife took over the sales and 
| kept the box. 4 

A rather sad acquaintance of mine gave me quite 
a thick pack of snaps taken of this little boy and girl 
swimming in a lake in Wisconsin. The kids—about _ 
five and seven—were playing around and peeled their 
clothes off while their parents laughed and tried to 
coax the kids back into their clothes. There were at 
least twenty shots in the pack. 

The photographs were developed at a photo-mat 
and the couple brought them in telling the counter 


person that these might present a problem. The 
counter boy said no, after developing them with the 
couple waiting, because the father was obviously 
taking the snaps as mom tried to clothe the kids. 

The boy, however, made two copies of each shot. 
At first, they were for the cops, maybe, but then he 
decided | might like them. 

The intentions aren't completely clear. There is a 
lustful impression, | think, as the father is absent 
from the shots and quite obviously snaps furiously. 
The mother seems just like a cartoon. Though | can't 
help but think she must know the father's insidious 
attention is reflected by his frenetic finger and focus. 
And as she’s smiling, l'm sure it’s not all care and 
concern and joy over innocence and good natured 
childish cheer. 

The photos have changed over the years. 

You're on an el train going downtown. This means 
there'll be loud mouthed niggers yupping and barking 
and posing up at irritating sonic boom levels. 

One of the black girls talking in a gaggle of rubber 
lipped painted beasts is wearing high hitched shorts 
over an impressively jutted nigger ass. Her brown butt 
cheeks are spilling out underneath the tight turn of 
her too short shorts and your eyes easily follow the 
glide of her fat cheeks into that pocket of denim that 
rests flat and into that immense black bush cunt. 
Only a small strip of fabric is allowed to slide there 
between those fat long legs and you can almost smell 
the sweat and french fry grease from your safe seat 
along the side. 

She talks and talks, waves her arms around and 
back and lets everyone within hating distance know 
that her clothes and demeanor are there to help her 
net any amount of attention. 

The gorilla also poses the prerequisite thick waist 
and a huge set of propped up and iron-clad bra’d 
nigger breasts. Today quietly toned down in a black 
polyester disco blouse that hides her belly rolls and 
watery cleavage but accentuates her amazon rock 
beating melon obesity. 

Niggers are made to fuck. 

All niggers are whores. 

And every one of them crack addicts or 
alcoholics. 

She wants you to look. That's why she’s dressed 
that way. These niggers are proud of their fat asses 
and fat rolls and big dick sucking lips and cheap 
sweaty teeth lined vaginas. 

She knows it. 

‘Cause the niggers she fucks all tell her so. And 
respond like a zoo at feeding time every time she 
bounces down the hot ghetto street to the corner store 
to buy hair dye, pork skins and rum. 

| sat in Tokyo Tower once and watched two little 
Japanese girls dressed identically in school uniforms 


and knee socks parade around their unconcerned 
parents. Rather lively, one of my compatriots 
remarked, for such a carefully mannered people. 

Because the little demons knew exactly what they 
were doing. 

Or thought they knew. Being so young. 

Kept spreading their legs as they reclined on a 
couch across from us. Tight little Japanese curves 
underneath whiter than blindness panties. A swatch of 
black pubic hair, possibly. No. Bald. Clean. And 
clamped tight. Long legs and a shirt that cuts straight 
down from their necks to their waists. 

Went to the deep windows of the high building 
and leaned into the long sills looking down. Their 
shapely inviolate, untouched butts pushing down from 
their black dresses completely covered in white 
underwear looseness. No curves. No shadows. No 
separation between the mounds except that which my 
mind would later etch in there as | masturbated back 
in my hotel room. 

Pulling those panties down. 

Sticking it inside. All the way in. 

And the tears that followed the laughing smiles 
and naked giggles and shy trust. 

There are amazing rows of pornographic videos 
available in Japan that include naked children in their 
school uniforms. There are also incredible amounts of 
magazines devoted to these children taken 
surreptitiously by innocent looking photographers. 

Japanese child pornography is sometimes 
misleading due to the young appearance of so many 
Japanese girls. 

There are European child porn loops available 
quite freely, however. 

And if you stick to the exceptionally young 
children, you'll certainly have no problem. 

These peep magazines that feature little girls just, 
say, painting a wall with her arm extended and her 
oversized diego tee stretching loose between armpit 
and positioned hand, displaying a puffy mosquito 
sized bite of a nipple from side view is, most likely, 
what you're looking for. 

At the swimming pools. 

Changing with mama-san or simply exiting the 
water with a wet soaked skin tight blue bathing suit 
plastered underneath a safe, uneducated smile. 

It’s not the skin. Or the tits. So much as the skin 
and the tits in the photo. The photo taken by someone 
who knew what he, or his audience, wanted. 

Like the nigger on the el. Fat pig. Fat drunken 
cow. Loose fleshed and filthy and made just for 
fucking. 

On a porno video rented down the street, 
hundreds of nigger pigs take it up the ass and in the 
face. Get pounded in their cunts for a five dollar toss. 

And on the corner by the meat packing plants, 


they display the very same skin problems and female 
dirt bumps for immediate disposal all sopped in crack 
and pimped up street smart stupidity. 

They are all the same. 

Every one of them. 

Masturbating to the image of those liver lips. 
Cumming inside thick quims. Jerking off in the front 
seat of a meat van, telling the ten dollar waste: 

Just take your tits out. 

Just a hand-job. 

Okay, how about a little help here. 

Lick, don’t suck. 

Don’t worry, honey, I’m clean. Are you clean? 

And seeing her sister on video the very next night. 
Like the one parading her only worth on the train or 
behind the counter at the post office or at 
McDonald's. 

Let me buy you a drink. 

Do you do doggie style? 

These bitches scream when they cum. 

White boy, you ain't got enuff dick to make a 
black girl enjoy herself. 

Seeing her on the el is enough. 

Seeing the photos of that bald and rough cunt 
that | shaved for a cheap date. 

It means something a little different now. Another 
in a long line of photos taken for all sorts of reasons 
including ego gratification, her lust and her sale. 

But now | see it all. 

Because | know what happened. 

A little Japanese girl lifts herself from a pool or 
leaves Tokyo Tower in Japan in an elevator holding her 
sister's and mama's hands. They know only the 
possibility. Later. Or at least, quickly forgotten or 
unchecked now. 

This smooth cunt or face with my dick in it. And 
the memories of fucking her in the ass in a bathroom 
at school or her swallowing my cum for the first time 
in an office room at work has changed. 

And | know that she went on to have her third 
abortion at twenty-three. And how this last one was a 
bit late and her guts are now somehow damaged. 

And how she tried to commit suicide by cutting 
her wrists and laying in a bathtub like her favorite 
writers or whoever she was trying to imitate. But it 
was just a pathetic painting for attention, and she 
never wanted to die, just a chance to label her self- 
pity somewhat genuine. 

But she was extremely drunk. Having suffered 
through days of ill-health and badly prescribed drugs 
and a drinking binge that turned her vomit to thick 
blood and her diarrhea to red and yellow constantly 
running water. 

She kept drinking until she hallucinated and 
couldn't fall asleep because the nightmares seemed 
to be slipping out into her awake mind and the only 


way to stop the pain and fear was to let some more 
blood out. In big gushes. Big full bodied gushes, she 
says. 

She didn't care about the babies. She says. 
Though she names the first one after a song she 
heard while she waited on a gurney after the operation 
with her cookie and orange juice. She just couldn't 
take all the pressure. 

She had long ago started to cut herself up. Her 
arms were covered with deep red gashes and 
scratches from the steel bristles of some nigger's hair 
brush and her stomach crisscrossed with pink and 
peach raised scars from her father’s style razor blades. 

Her mother swallowed bleach in front of her when 
she was just a child. 

And she took to sticking forks into wall sockets 
when things got especially dark or sick or sometimes 
sexual. 

She said her breasts were her best feature. 

And her chest got a lot of attention growing up in 
high school and that’s why she took the photos. 

At the abortion clinic, the doctors were unsure of 
letting her go because of the scars on her body and 
the obvious derangement. Apparently, they could keep 
her against her wishes, but it was a difficult thing to 
do, so they brought in a therapist who recommended 
checking into another hospital rather than simply 
more regular visits with her. 

During her drunken stupor abortion mess daze she 
attacked her roommate's dog with a pair of scissors. 

After she was released from her suicidal drama 
fest—her roommate found her in the bathtub covered 
in blood and fecal mess, drooling and scratched up all 
over her face; the tub was empty of water—she killed 
the dog. Again with the scissors. 

The dog went mad as she jabbed the big artists’ 
sharp scissors into its face but didn’t attack her. It 
ran away and only showed its teeth to her when 
cornered. It squealed and barked and whined but, 
incredibly, she was able to calm it down to hug and 
cuddle before she again plunged the scissors into the 
dog. This time she jammed the scissors deep into its 
side above its ribs, sticking the steel blades in all the 
way up to her finger wrapped fist around the handles. 
She held onto the dog, who shook and trembled and 
sputtered and tried to pull away while shrieking in a 
loud repetitive howl, while she pulled the scissors out 
of its flesh and hair and then stuck them in again into 
its soft underbelly just above its vagina. Where its 
nipples were. And a long slash and another bloody 
stab and the dog quit screaming and shitting all over 
and bled as it collapsed into her tight wet grip. 

She started to butcher the dog with the scissors. 
Cutting up its belly and its long dead snout. Chopping 
at the black nose and into its glassy eyes and 
breaking its yellow pointed teeth, ripping its tongue 


open. She decided to bathe in its stomach and to 
decapitate it. 

It weighed less than twenty pounds being a mutt 
and short haired and brown, slick and jumpy. 

The landlord opened the door and wrapped her in 
a bedsheet and led her away from the bloody carnage 
and meat into the living room. She was crying and 
dropped the scissors when the landlord ran into the 
kitchen to find her. 

His wife called the police. 

She wasn't a total lunatic. She didn't think the 
dog was evil or trying to get her. She was in a terrible 
state but all the while, a friend of hers told me later, 
she just hated the dog. 

She said she fucking hated the way it was cared 
for and doted on and fucking stupid. And she wanted 
to see it in pain and screaming and helpless. 

All this is what | see when | jerk off to that 
picture of her shaved cunt or with her lips around my 
hard-on. 

All her just budding nature is now there in the 
open in one full fuck. That warm breath, those big tits 
she was so proud of, her easy breezy sexuality and 
captured on film in my hands wrapped around my 
cock into her face. 

Into that cunt close-up. 

All over her memories of her mother choking, her 
dog being tortured and her hatred of herself now 
exaggerated into loss and frailty and a life long 
grease. Her anger and confusion and fear turned 
inside itself as sex and bad care and unfair mistakes. 

All over that little picture. 

All over that little life. 

| know her favorite movies and books. 

Her favorite food. What made her happy now and 
again. And what hurt. 

Her favorite songs: David Bowie and Rod Stewart. 


I EESSFPPRPR PB TEE 


FOURTEEN 


What is the difference between compulsive and obsessive? 


| don’t know. Would compulsive be apart from 
desire? 


What's the difference between obsession and 
addiction—what do you think the difference is? 


Addiction, | would suppose, is more physical. 
Why do you think you're attracted to little girls? 
You didn’t ask me about fantasy. 
Tell me about little girls. 
| had some photos that the police are currently 


borrowing. Just to possess these photos is a 
crime—a felony, in fact. Had about eighteen 


people in my little apartment ripping it up looking 


for these photos of little children. 


Now ask me the difference between fantasy 
and thought. Or between plan and action. Ask me 


about what | thought when | possessed these 
photos and when the fucking little mick 


Prosecutor showed them to me again in court. Or 


the nigger cops that possessed them now for 
longer than | ever did and let's work out the 
difference in just thinking about the photos in a 
professional manner without any sentimentality 


and the filthy sexualized way that they understand 


me to masturbate to. Just looking. 


How are your impulses different from the person who 


took the photos? 


| don't know that they are, honestly. But | don’t 
know that the person who took them killed the 


little girl like I'm hoping. Or at least, sent her on 
her way down a hard fucking road loaded with 
cheap damaging sex and block it all out drugs all 
at the hands of quiet bedroom sadists like 
yourself. 

| hope she’s destroyed and | hope | can see 
it there in the photos of her licking with her 
tongue out, or sucking with her eyes shut. 

There's this painfully emaciated white 
man—old, sunken, gray; not wrinkled as much as 
he is withered. His rib cage juts over his skinny 
loose stomach with way too much fragile weight. 
He's got a big long fat cock and low hung saggy 
balls, sparse dirty chalk hair on his bruised, 
sallow, thin legs and wiry nipples. 

He leers almost to the point of drooling, his 
lips and nose and eyes all seem runny and red 
and frail. And he pats the steely table he teeters 
in front of. Fucking hunchback all bent and used 
and tired and fucking hurting under the strain of 
just standing. Just trying to stand. And to stay 
focused. And then excited. 

His thick pendulum uncut cock gets some 
rough long tugs and just droops and squiggles. No 
snap or response. No blood or expansion; just 
bony skinned fingers uselessly pantomiming youth 
and interest and confusion and rote. 

He wobbles another hand to the table. 
Bangs it, open palm, weakly; one hand yanking 
down, the other flopping down with a metal crash. 
He wants the little girl in front of him to get up. 

And she'll have none of it. 

This is one of the best kiddie porn films you 
ever saw. She can't be over six or seven. And it's 
rare they're so unwilling, so undrugged, so 
stubborn and frightened. 


She's got to end up on the table. You didn’t 
pay all that money for her not to. But, for now, it's 
fucking amazing that the pervert who made it left 
this scene in. 

She even fucking cries. Even screams and 
tries to fucking run. Only to be wrestled into the 
arms of the scarecrow, only to be sucked into his 
imploding skeleton and thin guts and have his 
swinging meat package flattened and squashed 
into her back and neck and hair. Her precious soft 
dark black long baby hair. His hands on her arms 
and across her boned flat chest. 

He throws her on the table. She quickly 
stops wriggling ‘cause you know the cameraman 
told her to shut the fuck up or he'd: 

kill her 

dope her 

slap her 

give her a present 

let her go home. 

Or better, maybe her mama is there, 
snorting up some burning heroin and worrying 
that she won't get any more if her fucking cunting 
brat doesn't act right, fucking little cunt. 

And when they're done with her. Done 
fucking her and sticking things inside her and on 
her and all over her: pissy cum and sweat and the 
cutest red faced cheeks and tiniest bouncing 
flesh bags and muscle you ever saw in your life so 
far, she goes home with mama and gets sold 
again. Without even the dignity of a record being 
made this time. Just a one-off. 'Cause it don’t 
even matter that much. 

And the mama sucks some ass and eats 
some cock and shoots and yawns and snorts and 
vomits and spreads and drifts and bleeds and 
sleeps. 

And the little one, you know, has to die. 
She can be left warm to cold over a luggage rack 
in some hotel room as dumb and dead as her 
mama. Cocaine frozen brain and soft pale big 
eyes and burned out nose and stretched-out 
smelling breath rot mouth. 

One finger only. 

Barely in before it’s out. 

And you don’t know if the squirming is 
‘cause it hurts or if she just does not want to be 
there at all. Like a toy store tantrum. Pain, you 
know, just doesn’t translate so clearly over the 
screen. 


Tell me about boys. 


You know those niggers on crack—sixteen to 
eighteen to twenty- five to forty to old fucking 
hags on the corner sucking cock for ten bucks a 


Pop? These are not the girls. These are not the 
little limbed wastes fed cocaine and bought from 
mothers on heroin and fathers on furlough. Those 
little ones get fucking hurt—fucking impaled— 
and don’t fucking have a say from thereafter. And 
most importantly: they know it. 


Tell me about boys. 


Ask me about cunts. Big fat overfed and overused 
vaginas. Ask me about these old fucking hags that 
these little pigs grow into. 


What is a cunt? 


Vaginas are too small. Compact little organs that 
look like autopsied leeches spread out with 
Stickpins on someone's lab mat painted flesh. 

Too small for a fist or a coke bottle and a 
dick in there just makes no sense to me. Those 
fleshy boxes get bigger and bigger and more and 
more cramped and they're still so fucking small. 
All vaginas are short, too small, no matter the 
age. 

A thin slash that cuts between thighs that 
are too big and too fatty on a helmet of padded 
flesh that bends and splits and dwarfs its simple 
existence. Hidden by embarrassment under the 
meaty thighs when even casually held tight. And 
further made diminutive by a pubic hair patch, 
finely cut on the helmet mound but given to 
excessive disarray and weedy tufts and divits near 
the sick little fingernail slice that divides the 
thighs and torso into an ironic and mocking, 
depressing frame. That leads into the pitted 
globes of warm fat sweaty ass halved and cut 
through by an ugly thick band of darkened leather 
that starts at the lowest drip of the pulled and 
pricked slash and the pressed in and fallen head 
of the wrinkled and pinched shit smeared and 
smelling asshole, 

Its meaty lips are tough and extended, its 
minute clit and its hood swollen thick and its 
level to the ass clear as the flashing red lights 
around a sunken pot hole. But its size, given the 
enormity of the body it’s slapped to is just tiny 
enough to beg excess. 

The pocket that hides behind its selfish 
tucked in and folded out flaps and skin clipped 
edges is collapsed and closed. The tubes that end 
at this open maw, this coverless sewer that 
connects veins and dank empty arteries and waste 
Passages and bloody growths and ridged ruffled 
walls are centered and focused here. The womb 
that lies at its innermost back is squeezed and 
sat, waiting, as it is, for the slow steady expansion 


of a growing head and spreading elongating limbs 
and suffocating glands to droop and veil over the 
slimy blue warmth of a tiny pathetic ill-formed 
parasite five and ten and twenty times the size of 
the slash that protects its little hair sensed corpus 
from infection by the air or rough hands that 
would seek to kill it by one single punch or abrupt 
shake. 

Filthy dirty animals. 

Filthy sickening wet spots and stupid eyes 
with ugly excuses and sad misunderstood 
rationalizations. 

The cunt tenses and pinches tight. Its small 
hold biting the two fingers that force and prod 
their blunt way in. Paper cuts. The hard cock that 
goes in so slippery, so easily. The fist that extends 
well oiled and soaking wet up to the forearm with 
grease and sweat and spit and vaginal lubricant 
on its way up to grab a lung and wrench it from 
its bestial chest and ribcage guaranteed to move 
itself when the time is right for baby. 

The obese english whore that compares 
fucking johns to waving a pencil about in the 
Royal Albert Hall. 

The cunt that spreads itself open from 
cancer or camera envy and the line of dogs that 
wag and hoot and yelp at the slightest hope of 
spewing cum or licking spit into its sainted over- 
exposure. 

The mistake that explains its simple gross 
tininess as something so important that its size 
actually stretches to accommodate and envelop 
and cover in elasticity and girly moans the whole 
of the earth. Every man standing in awe, holding 
his quite inconsiderable shrinking and 
alternatively elongating penis, groaning and 
praying and panting. 


Not you though? 
| don't give a fuck. 


You don't like sex. You don’t think there's a perfect 
match between females and males? 


Ask me about dicks. 


Tell me about boys. 


I'll tell you about the kind of dick | like, okay? 
—um, I'm sure there is a perfect match 
between sexes. I'm sure there's some biological 
answer to all of this, but it’s hardly clear and 
either way | remain unmoved. 
Have you ever had a jockstrap check when 
you were in high school? When you were in high 


or junior high, from about ten or eleven to about 
fourteen or fifteen? You must have. 

We'd all stand there, shorts around our 
thighs as the coach walked by and stared straight 
down at our cocks. One by one he strolled by, 
never looking anywhere else but where he thought 
we understood we had to. 

And as you grow older, you realize this. 
When you're a kid you make jokes but you don't 
think about that psychology. 

And now, | like that situation very much. 
Though I'm rather unimpressed with pubescent 
hairless skinniness just about the same way l'm 
unimpressed with beer bellied jocks lonely and 
horny for the same. These faggots, most of them 
heterosexual, with a penchant for chewing up love 
and poking down innocence bore me to tears. 
They're cheap silly salesmen. Celebrating, 
kowtowing, supplicating their confusion and 
frightened desperate lust in front of motherly 
dreams and cheap toy eyes. 

It was enough for a gym coach, even after 
all these years, to just watch his boys in their 
jockstraps. But he still came up with ideas. He 
had to make sure they took their showers before 
they left for their next class. If he gave them a 
little less time to undress, shower and get dressed 
again, ready for their english period before the 
next bell, he had an excuse to watch them 
shower. He had to make sure they showered. It 
would simply have to do. How he wanted to 
spread some of those cheeks and peer into those 
tight clenched shitholes. Jab a tongue in and 
taste that faggot violence. Face down. Shut up. 
Make them hurt when he pushed his cock into 
them and make them sweat and beg and squeak. 

Their cocks were everything when he 
masturbated. That's what he knew. That's what 
he's seen. Behind and underneath a simple one- 
handed pull up from the knitted edge of the jock 
and out juts that weighty budding teenage meat 
and more. He thought about cutting the jockstrap 
off with scissors, the boy held tight by a naked 
gang of classmates taking turns shoving and 
jerking their hard-ons into his red swollen mouth, 
black and blue eyes and cum matted slick hair. 
Fuck him. Skewer him. Kill him. 

But he wanted to suck them and drink 
them, hot child cum in his throat and stomach. 
Feel those unsuspecting and lucky, lucky cocks 
grow taut and beefy and tight in his mouth, on his 
tongue licking all their heat and muscle and pure 
clean smell. 

He wanted his finger inside their holes. He 
wants to pinch it open and look inside and dart a 
tongue into it. Slurp and wiggle and infect it. 


Hear the little boy moan of his own accord. 

And jerk him off on his knees. Watching the 
boy masturbate like he does at home seeing brand 
new tits, a hairy bush like in a magazine or a 
sister's tight mouth when she cries and gets mad 
or eats her dinner from across the table. 

He sees their penises. He sees the boys 
attached to them and how their bodies are so 
much less interesting than the little bumpy patch 
of sex and how the focus is unbearably strong and 
overpowering. 

That's the kind of cock | like. You know the 
ones that blow you and feed you at glory holes: 
the ones that stink like need and rot and slow 
hate? Like the kind that hangs inside your pants. 
Like the one that put you here, right now. 


Tell me about boys. 
| just did. 
Tell me about making them cry. 
About cutting them up? About slicing and digging 
through their sold, drugged out bodies? About 
jamming scissors into their cunts and cutting off 
their tits that sag and break like their mothers’? 
Yes, all that. 
| like the situations. 


What is the ideal situation? 


One that doesn’t give in to ideals, first of all. One 
that doesn't try to answer to biology. 


What is in between ideals and biology? 
Reality? 

What is reality? 
Entertainment—given the right situation. 

What is a right situation? 
Just because you think in such base terms, 
doesn’t mean we all agree with you. Would you be 
happy if | said watching people cry? 

Watching or making them cry? 
Knowing the difference. Both. 


What is exciting about that? 


Seems to make sense. 


In a natural sense, in an unnatural sense, in an 
ecumenical sense? 


| don't use your definition of nature. In mine, yes, 
it makes sense. 


What is your definition of nature? 


What's yours? 


Child pornography is illegal to possess. Just to own. 


Therefore, even though it exists, one should not have 


it in one's home. 


And when one looks at child pornography, it is up 
to that person to know exactly what is going on. 
In the photo there may be nothing more than two 
fingers forcing open a tiny little cunt—a cunt that 
stops just behind the hole; an entrance to nothing 
yet. And the two fingers are clearly adult. The 
dynamic could be a doctor examining or a pervert 
plowing. Could even be a child showing off or a 
entrepreneur making cash. | know what | want it 
to be. Which is, of course, what it is. 

Can you imagine a gym coach that doesn’t 
lust after his boys or white clad bouncing girls? 
And can you imagine one that doesn't want to 
hurt them? Can you imagine looking at those 
photos of a little girl naked and fucked up inside 
that too small hole and knowing she's not draped 
over a hotel's luggage rack—dead from an 
overdose of cocaine used to make her more docile 
and pliable? 

Do you get blow-jobs from nigger whores 
just ‘cause they have tits like all women do? 

Your problem is my definition of nature and 
sense is simply correct. Yours is the one that’s 
undefined. And | don’t care enough to let you 
know where you make your mistakes. 
Unfortunately, you feel the exact opposite. 

And you don't have any idea how you look 
when you say these ridiculous things. Or how 
stupid you sound en masse with your fake wives 
and buddies and you don’t even think that | might 
fucking like it that you are so mistaken. And that 
is reality. That may be nature. That you lie and no 
one is going to tell you that they know you're 
lying. Except to make you cry. 

| don’t fucking grieve for how bad it is out 
there—outside this safety. | don’t feel the same 
way as you about bad or good. 

| like it. | like this. The pornography of 
reality or hard truths or whatever you call it with 
your removed sense of responsibility and your 


condescending moralism and concern. | don’t 
trust your definitions or your impulses. | don't 
trust you to know what you or some nigger crack 
whore or cocksucking pedophile really wants and, 
what's more, | don’t feel a need to trust you. Or 
understand you. Or share any silly burden. I’m 
not, in the slightest way, in need of trusting 
anything about you. This is not begrudged 
acceptance or rationalizing or bad fucking luck. 

What it is, in fact, is good luck. Perfect 
good luck and you can all do what you want or 
what you feel you have to and | will be all the 
better for it. | enjoy it. That is what | do and, 
apparently, what I'm here for. 

Good luck to you. 


What is luck? 
What is privacy? 
Answer either, I'd like to know what you think. 


All this is for you. You tell me what is fucking 
correct. 


You just told me, didn’t you? 
Ask me what pornography is. 
What's your favorite kind of pornography? 
We have to agree on definitions first. 
| think that’s impossible. 


There's this retarded woman living in California. | 
hope she’s still there. | hope she’s still living 
there. 

There's a lovely photo of her staring down at 
a birthday cake. | think for her thirtieth birthday, 
which is the last thing I've seen. Her look is the 
walking dead. Retard blank. A useless old cow. 

As a child she was kept tied to a chair for 
the first thirteen years of her life. Strapped in a 
straitjacket at night, tied to a plastic potty chair 
in the daytime. For all those years—starting, | 
think, when she was just one and a half. She 
never learned to talk or take care of herself. There 
was a stick left in her room that her father used 
to beat her with. And he'd scare her by making 
animal noises and growls. 

Her mother ran away with her when she was 
close to fourteen years old and now all these years 
later, after foster homes and scientific 
experiments, she resides at a home for retarded 
adults. 


She was made retarded. 

I've got pictures of her as a child. Videos of 
her trying to walk and stumbling like a blind 
rabbit and trying to communicate like a deaf ape. 
Of her just freed skinny arms and face getting 
mad and lashing out at herself. She didn’t move 
for all those years. Nothing. And now I've got 
pictures of her dressed like a painted cow at a 
party with a cake sat in front of it. 

And I've got photos of a little girl with a 
black blindfold on, kneeling at the foot of a bed, 
her hands in a praying position. And I’ve got 
photos of the man who instructed her to take that 
position and I've heard a tape of her crying to her 
mother and a god. 

“Please, god, help me. Don’t undress me, 
will you. Don’t.” 

“Don’t... Mum!” 

“| want to see my mummy. Honest to god. | 
will swear on the bible. | have to go because | am 
going out with my mummy.” 

The photos | have and the tape | listen to 
are the same ones the little girl's mother heard 
and saw—for identification purposes, of course. 
The same exact ones. 

Now ask me for my wish list again. 

Ask me what perfect means. 


FIFTEEN 


It doesn’t matter. 


What memories haven't been seared off her brain 
by that white hot blank pulled off her crack pipe. 

Nothing matters. 

The good memories especially. The ones that 
don't smell like her cousin's cock or her daddy's 
drunken mouth or her twelve-year-old fingers stunk in 
grease and unwashable sweat and body rot. The ones 
that cut into her flickering frontal lobe like maybe 
they were only TV: a pat, some warmth, a gift, a place 
that was as wonderful as she had hoped, as safe as 
she was promised. 

| don’t care. | don't give a fuck. 

Motherfucker. 

What'd she look like as a toddler? Small puffy 
cheeks, bigger whiter eyes, a nose that didn’t spread 
across her face like hard matted dried putty. A clean 
brown even body. A little unbuckled back without pain 
or concern, a soft spanked bottom and a dress her 
favorite closest auntie gave her for Sunday meeting 
hopefuls. When did that compact bundle give away 
the fun and forage into this? When did you first taste 
shit? 

All that fucking hard. Every tendon and deep 
crease and nailed-in pit and spot and cut and stare. 
Streaked K-Mart hair dye, chewable slab red lipstick 
and Sears black blush cover and slather. All sliding 
down in drug and filth hot sweat. From the corner 
she’s propped up at. Waving her hand and a deflated 
fat tit flopped from her ragged T-shirt loose over 
speedo calf-length black tights. Pull 'em off and let 
me see that black mulch. Blacker and chewed and 
lumped like melted tar, wadded in snagged brillo pad 
hair with a penny thin slash of pinker brown—just 
inflamed and wet enough to slide through all that 
intense black. 

Stretch marks that look like claw tracks streaked 


heavily down her bubbly ass; from the inside of her 
thighs down almost to her knees. Thick and jagged 
and peach colored as if her nigger brown skin had 
been peeling and pulled off to expose a white trash 
nigger beast underneath. 

Deep black stains only between her legs and on 
her flat blotted nipples. 

And this is what she knows. What she sees and 
remembers now. What she is. 

How to flick that tongue. How to close those eyes. 
How to grab those hairy white smelly nuts with the 
back of her hand, scraping the cracked and thick 
painted and bitten fingernails of her thumb and 
forefinger against your sweaty hot dank base and 
balls. How to ask you, between tongue and bath and 
full cheek suck: 

You like to fuck? 

| said, do you like to fuck, baby? 

Face like a toilet, like a big black empty bucket 
that hangs upside down on your cock. That eats and 
drools and spits out your cum. That feels perfect to 
piss inside of. 

She eats dirt, sucks filth. 

Do you hurt? Does your belly hurt? Your eyes 
burn, your hemorrhoids itch, your thighs and small of 
your wide black back ache? How much do you burn 
when you wake up in the morning. Do you pass out 
and back in from a hazy fog that fails to cover up 
everything, every early morning to mid-afternoon in 
some rat trap roach hole. Does that bright sun hurt. 
The bugs, the heat, the noise, the drag. That liquor 
and crack scarred throat, your lungs, your face and 
the space behind your forehead where your brain 
should be. 

You're old. Getting older. What do you choose to 
remember? 


“My heart tells me that she is in a place filled 
with light and love,” Eve Nichols hopes and prays. 

She's got a picture of her daughter Polly painting 
some cloth; painting it with hearts and girly waves for 
a school play. All teeth and shiny suburban hair and 
carefully coordinated shirt and pre-teen dress. “Brown 
Hair, Brown Eyes, 4 feet 10 inches, 80 pounds” read 
the handbill that quickly followed the kidnapping. 

All that bother. 

All those problems. 

And hopes, wishes, plans. Like romance and care 
and love and foolishness. Happy, proud of you dear, 
don’t do that honey and thank you. Remember? 

That smile, that hug, that smell, that sleep-over 
with her friends and the clothes that were found 
underneath a tree—her tights, two strips of packaging 
tape and an unrolled condom. 

Sixty four marked and counted days. As if no one 
knew. As if no one hoped. Perfect. 

Her flannel nightgown was open and pulled up. 
Right? Her miniskirt pulled up. She had a pink shirt 
tied around her waist when she was kidnapped, and it 
was found unfastened, correct? 

Close your eyes. Now look down. At the toilet you 
piss into, the flaccid penis you hold in your hand. 
That starts to weight, that starts to spread and expand 
and stretch. At your hand that lets the last piss drop 
and shake then shift down to that heavy package of 
warm balls. And back along and out around the 
hardening shaft. That fat artery underneath protruding 
and flexible, the head stretched tight back and 
focused. A rhythm on the veil of red mapped 
transparent skin sliding back tight then bunching 
loose. So fucking tight, so fucking hard and found so 
fucking fast. 

| can see it all. 

See you suck that fat dick, lick the balls. Be that 
fucking dead, that zoned, that ugly and bleeding and 
young. 

Older than Lesley Ann Downey. 

Older than Shanda. 

Whiter than the fat lips that rubber up to that 
cock with its pink serpent darting tongue, muttering 
all that pimped ghetto garbage. 

You want a nice lollipop blow-job? 

And | know this. That the beast sitting on my lap 
with my cock pushing inside her fat rolled belly is 
built for this. Just like the boned tot captured on the 
bed in /ncest IV. 

Come on you cunt. 

Come on you cocksucker. You filthy cocksucker. 

You nigger whore. You cheap cunt prostitute. 

What fucking whores do | know? How do you suck 
cock like that—who taught you you fucking black 
beast, what pimp fuck held his black meat in your fat 
lipped hole and told you how to move that hard empty 


head up and down and around like that, and hold 
those balls and slime up that shaft, then use your 
white palmed nigger fist and your wiggling tongue. 
You cunt. You fat female beast. You fucking gorilla 
with tits and a fat fleshy hole in your face tighter than 
the meaty slash between your wobbly thighs. You 
meat packing pig. 

| had a white hooker—who talked like a nigger—a 
wigger who told me the difference between the sizes 
of her tits. She fixed her make-up in my rear view 
mirror before she plowed down on my half hard cock. 

| had a skinny white hooker whose cunt | fucked 
with my finger, just 'cause | wanted to feel her bony 
hips and mid-rift where her skin looked like it was 
about to snap and burst. | think of her, now, as 
pregnant and bleeding. And pissed on. As dry inside 
as a road kill sun-dried flattened rat; all gray hard hair 
and smashed flat wood-tar meat. Used and chewed 
and old. Her thin lips, absent clitoris and stone cervix. 
Like a dog. Sick. Like walking death. HIV positive and 
leery and stupid and ill. 

Does this hurt? 

Does this confuse you? 

Do you care if you're going to die? Cunt? Are you 
ever sad, worried, do you care, do you fight and bark 
and rail? Do you like spreading the virus—do you lust 
after revenge? When do you curl up into full-blown? 
Tell me what you want to do, where you want to go, 
you cheap bag of filth and rot and wasted nothing. 

And | took her home. Next time | piss cum into 
another white head for love, or a ten dollar puffy 
faced made-up nigger slug or straight into a clean 
porcelain toilet that | flush easier and quicker and 
cheaper and safer than | pay, I'll see those scars and 
tears. And the space underneath another whore mouth 
and pits that stand exactly like you. Acts exactly like 
you. The way that teenager mumbled into her neck 
and stuffed Wal-Mart dress. About her boyfriend 
turning her out, about her rape and that dick in her 
mouth. About the pills shoved into her mouth and 
drowned down with coca-cola. 

The cunt that ate rat poison. 

The cunt that swallowed bleach. 

The cunt that had cigarettes burned out on her 
forehead and had her face shattered and collapsed 
with a baseball bat beating in some rank hotel room. 

The frightened tot on the next page. Trying 
uneasily not to know what's happening. Staring out at 
anything but the dick in the hand of the man at her 
side. Ready to climb down on that bed that’s just a 
bit too big for her little skinny white flat body. 

“| would like to say that whoever has my children, 
that they please, that they please bring ‘em home to 
us, where they belong. Our lives have been torn apart 
by the tragic events. | can't express how much they 
are wanted back home, how much we love 'em, we 


miss 'em. They are our hearts. | have prayed every 
day. There is not one minute that goes by that | don’t 
think about those boys. And | prayed that whoever has 
‘em, that the lord will let them, let him, realize that 
they are missed and loved more than any children in 
this world, and that whoever has 'em, | pray that every 
day you're taking care of 'em, and know that we would 
do anything, anything to help you get 'em back to us. 
| just can’t grasp it enough that we've just got to get 
‘em home. That’s where they belong, with their 
Momma and Daddy.” 

So true. So perfect. So easy. 

So specific. 

Carefully chosen. Centered around perspicacious 
words repeated over and over again and packaged into 
claustrophobic reality: 

Susan Smith's babies carried together in a single 
very small white coffin that their father collapses next 
to in tears and moans. The lies that are honestly 
delivered from her overfed, overfucked mouth about 
love and safety. The videos she played for you with 
the children in overalls and gleaming excited smiles— 
fourteen months and three years—neatly covering the 
tiny lungs that would burst from torrents of hard water 
swallowed in heaving, gasping wet gulps in the middle 
of the totally black late night as they were tightly 
strapped into car seats that slowly sunk all around 
them. 

Selecting perfect details like the child in /ncest 
IV. And words like: Little. Weight. Cock. Fat. Cunt. 
Meat. Frightened. Fucked. 

The knowledge that Susan was twenty-three years 
old and fucked by her father right up to the time she 
packed the little bags of nothing into the deep black 
painful water. Her suicide watch and the mistaken 
desperate teenage attempts that failed. 

Like the nigger drug addict with her thin brown 
and worn skin pulled so tightly across its face that its 
jaw and low cheek bones read constant pain. Whose 
sunken black blank eyes suggest that the controlling, 
addictive crack she inhales can be felt with the head 
of your cock as it fills the soundless cavity at the top 
of her bent and crumbling spine. 

Just your tongue. 

Just your head. Don’t move your tongue and 
watch your teeth. | just want to fuck your head. Don’t 
use your hands. Don't touch it. Don’t touch me. | 
don’t need that kind of help. 

Just wait. 

Just open up and leave it like that. 

| like the way your lips feel. And your throat. 

Fat slippery red painted lips and harsh lines that 
slide across her short history. Chalk white horse teeth 
that easily give way to crusty yellow stems poking 
from rotted gums with black and brown permanent 
stains from either abuse or genetics. Spaces of pink 


and light red and paint smeared chips and breaks 
whenever she tries to sell some conversation or 
directions. 

You masturbate with her head. 

You jerk yourself off using her entire nappy story 
and every little detail you know and looked for. 

You pull your cock into that head and mouth and 
cum all over those lies and hopes and promises and 
sweetly held and brutally debased and painfully cut 
memories. 

You masturbate into that empty head. 


SIXTEEN 


Were you ever abused by your parents? 


No. 

Were you ever molested by strangers or relatives? 

No. 

When did you first become aware of sexual feelings? 

Sadly normal, I’m afraid—when did | first notice 
that sex wasn’t... when did | first know that the kind 
of sex idiots talk about wasn't the kind of sex | liked? 
I'd like to know when you realized you were different 
from everybody else but I'd like to hear how your 
sexual interests formed from the very beginning as 
well. 

The first time | fucked a girl, fucked a cunt, you 
do that don't you—you fuck the entire girl. | fucked 
her in the back seat of my mother’s car, parked 
behind a bar my buddies used to hang out at. We 
were underage but we still had our own local joint. | 
was sixteen and | just got my license and | stuck my 
dick in her blonde polish cunt and felt her tits 
underneath this padded bra. And | looked down at 
that cunt—'cause | wanted to see it. 

It was dark in the back seat and | looked at her 
jeans around her ankles and her brown blouse all 
open and her bra pushed up and her hard nipples and 
| knew I'd never want to do this again. 

| thought it was terrible. 
What was wrong? 

Everything. Fucking her—fucking anyone was all | 
thought about then. Girls only. | was a typical sixteen- 
year-old horny boy. And | couldn't believe that was all 
it was. That everything | thought about was so fucking 
stupid and silly and... it was even too much work. 

Do you think you built up the act too much by 
thinking about it constantly? 

No. | didn’t think the sensation was all that it was 
advertised to be, certainly, but looking at that pig with 
her cunt open and her tits out: all | could think of 


was I'd never want to do this again. And that I'd really 
like to see her cry. 

Did you climax too early, or did you have a problem 
with the act or— 

No. Nothing like that. | was pretty rambunctious 
and she was politely compliant. It wasn’t humiliating 
or anything like that. 

| just didn’t like it like that, you know. 

| told myself in the mirror the next morning 
that if I'm gonna do it again I'm gonna fucking 
destroy her. | was going to enjoy myself. Find out 
exactly what | wanted and what | was looking for. 

And | figured that meant hurting her ‘cause all my 

life | liked it when | saw people cry. 

| giggled in inappropriate places and got a 
hard-on when | watched people cry. 
Who did you see cry? 

My teacher once. A science teacher. She broke 
down because | insulted her looks in front of 
everyone. And | was right. And my mother. My sister. 
TV. All over the fucking place. 

My whole life has been spent looking for 
different and better ways to see people cry. 


So few of these things interest me. 

An old black woman has legal custody of her 
twenty-eight-year-old daughter's children; boys ages 
four and six. 

Her daughter’s body was found barely hidden in 
an alley on the south side of Chicago ina 
neighborhood rife with prostitutes and crack addicts. 

“I told everyone who would listen to me, when my 
daughter dies, it will be because somebody killed 
her—and it will be because of drugs.” 

Other black girls’ bodies were found around these 
few blocks. All whores. All drug addicts. Though not 


eee eee 


all killed by the same person. Not exactly. 

She was not a good mother. She didn’t cook or 
clean, she didn’t care or look after the little things 
that splattered out of her thick bellied pig womb. 

“We are going to find you dead somewhere, child.” 

Her little nigger chillins were filthy. They lived in 
dirty diapers when they were older than babies and on 
the streets when only just kids. 

If she lived with a boyfriend, it was her pimp. 

If she fucked someone, it was for crack or heroin 
or a bottle of booze. 

If she had a thought in her head, it was placed 
there by someone yelling at her in her rare seconds of 
unblasted wakefulness. 

One was found in the basement of an abandoned 
building, strangled. The cops knew the building was a 
crack house and knew there was a murder there 
because the house had become empty over the last 
week, 

“It didn't seem like she was in so much trouble.” 

“She just got off into the fast lane. She used to 
tell us this guy pulled a knife on her. It was hard to 
keep an eye on her.” 

How many of these young old looking and 
thinking black girls were raped before death is hard to 
tell. Not impossible, though. They sold themselves for 
drugs. Which they inhaled and injected immediately 
like starved stupid dogs. Some didn't worry about 
their customers wearing condoms and some were HIV 
positive already. The cum inside their murdered 
throats and dead wombs is very likely that of the 
murderers but, unless it was shot into a corpse, it is 
difficult to know for sure. 

The murderers don’t know each other. Or, rather, 
are unfamiliar faces to each other. They act the same, 
have similar lengthy police records for robbery and 
burglary and both were heavy drug users. Niggers. 
Mid-twenties. And most of the deaths had more to do 
with drug hoarding or drug anger and rage, or bad 
drug deals in general, than with the sexual nature of 
the girls’ stretched and withered old corpses. 

| possess a photo of a little mouth labeled 
parenthetically PNEUMONIA DUE TO DROWNING. It 
is of a little child, | think. | can't be sure because the 
asshole who took the shot cropped it to just focus on 
the mouth and nostrils and a little of the morgue 
blanket that covers up to his chin. | think it is a boy. 
The lips are thick, his teeth bright but cloudy wet 
white. The edges of the lips that seep into the little 
smooth chubby peach face become paler and almost 
white as they extend furthest from the sore red edges 
touching the teeth, hiding the dead weight of the 
tongue that lolls against the inside mouth. Tiny little 
pin prick scratches and sticky scabs, like just a little 
messy dried mucous, dot the very small nostrils. One 
nostril so small a baby finger couldn't push its way in. 


A drunk mother places her child on an old grease 
stained gray stove and heats the coil underneath the 
baby’s bottom. 

She douses the child’s blonde hair and skinny 
chest and his thin outstretched shielding arms and 
hands in thick oily hot bacon grease. 

Some dumb nigger hungry for the only impulse 
his brain still pops for steals the crack out of a 
whore’s cunt pouch. He strangles her to shut her up, 
blasts the crack and stumbles out looking for more 
whores with more crack, more liquor and more money 
than him. 

Some little love package goes to the edge of the 
pool and vacantly dumps in. Water fills its lungs 
before its raised by the frantic father's swimming 
clutching arms. It dies later in a hospital crib 
surrounded by weeping nurses and well-intentioned 
bellowing friends. 

Down the corridor lies a man with a sprained 
ankle, four broken ribs and a collapsed lung. His male 
lover is a drunk and continually batters him. 

“It's hard for me to think about this, because when 
| remember, | remember the real bad stuff.” 

And he keeps coming back for more. And he'll 
start to drink as well. 

“| nearly drank myself to death,” says an AIDS 
patient, his thin shapeless, colorless lips stretched 
white. His cheeks sunken and skulled. His eyes at 
half-mast bleeding drugs and pain and tired. His 
forehead huge and bumped, his chin pointed and 
painful, his arms and back blotched with fat black 
puffy leech-like cancers. 

He whimpers and wheezes philosophical about his 
mother and father and his alcoholism and his AIDS 
and his finally giving up on wishes and plans and 
finances. 

Tell me again. 

Just cause | want to be sure to understand 
everything. Absolutely. Every fucking little fucking 
faggy detail. So let's hear it. Let me hear those shitty 
tiny words drag out of your little cocksucking queer 
mouth. Let me smell those words—I want to taste all 
that shit. Make me feel what you went through, 
faggot. Make me know just how bad it got. Make me 
cry and feel and see and hug you and keep you warm. 
And we'll be so much closer then. Connected, you 
know. 

But I'm only gonna know you from what you say. 
Just words. Fucking lying little words open to 
conjecture and misunderstanding and color. 
Subjective, objective and couched in every little ugly 
impulse and fib that embarrasses you. Or scares you. 
Or keeps you from the pure fucking heaven that lies 
right here in my open arms, puppy dog. That’s what 
you want, isn’t it, honey? Isn't it, dear? Someone to 
say you're right in every fucking thing you've ever 


thought or done—every single moment. And, of 
course, you're right. Honestly. How could you be 
wrong? This ugly world. They—they—they never 
mattered and so what if they did? You’re human and 
every decision can't be made perfect right on the 
spot. More importantly, every decision—no matter 
what—has to made by you. You are what matters. 
Perfectly. Honestly. In this god’s world you have only 
you to go on. Right? 

And | want you to know. ‘Cause | feel the same. 
We're both 100% correct and we only have to work 
out the lines between us. You see? Now | want to hear 
it again. And | want you to say it exactly the way you 
told me before. Only, this time, | want to fucking see 
it. Right here in the back of my painful little burning 
beady eyes. You faggot fucking cocksucker | want to 
lick the stink off those words—those irritating little 
flies’ lies—and spit ‘em back into your bawling 
worthless liar’s face. 

Sit up and bark. 

Use that tongue in a foreign way this time. Let's 
see how many rutting pig's trails of deceit and horror 
and pain that red fat whip can click right off. Fast you 
fuck. You pretentious little homo queen, | want 
everything right here. | want my cock to feel it and my 
asshole. Before my brain can pick it apart. You 
fucking dog. You dirty fucking animal dog. Open that 
hole and stink this entire place up to high fucking 
heaven with that sick little you of yours. Your face 
farts, your asshole gump, your shitted grotesque fat 
lazy whore's mind. 

Tell me how you got it. 

Or should | refresh your memory? Should | get you 
started so you don't veer off the track and really 
fucking grinding fucking piss me off with more 
outrageous fucking little pussy whipped faggot lies? 
Should |, fuck? Fuck? 

How fucking close are you? How fuckingjustthis- 
close are you to understanding how really fucking 
important this is to you? To us. 

Remember now... calm down and spew forth only 
that which will set you fucking free. You fucking pig. 

How you got it—how you think you got it. ‘Cause 
|—we—know it’s still all in the open, right? We're not 
sure? But you have an opinion. And we'd like to share 
that opinion. We'd like to be very close now. 

We want to choke in the warm sunshine of your 
fairy tale. To hold hands and cup big flabby asscheeks 
and caress your fingertips up and down one's sides, 
hips to armpits, kiss fully and deeply and know that 
time only exists the moment we pull from each other 
and wonder who gets to the bathroom first to soak off 
the shit and sweat and cum. 

Tell me about how you got AIDS from letting 
someone blow you. About the cuts at the base of your 
cock—where the skin rubbed and pulled open and the 


side 


sores stayed red and wet and every time you jerked off 
and slammed and slipped inside some fag room 
butthole. And how you let that oriental faggot suck 
you. How he sucked you right to the balls. And how 
you forgot about the cuts. And how you had diarrhea 
just a few days later. And thrush. 

Let me see if | can smell that AZT on you. In you. 

And tell me how your husband battered you and 
fucked your ugly pig face. And you didn't know what 
to do, did you little baby? You cheap cunt. You cheap 
fucking pig. 

And how did daddy's dick taste? 

How you would’ve kept your shirt on if you weren't 
drunk. Especially since someone had a camera. 
‘Cause you're really not like that, are you, you cunt. 

And you let him piss on you ‘cause it meant 
something then. And the nude scene is important. 
Sex is just a great plus when it comes to love. 

Should we wear condoms when we fuck our 
friends’ greasy little holed asses? 

Should you employ dental dams before you 
engage in the wholly disgusting perversion of actually 
getting your face anywhere near those wobbly piss and 
filth filled sewers women call cunts? 

And should we smoke? 

And wear shoulder straps in the car. Oh dear, | 
certainly hope your tiny little six month old baby 
doesn’t go smashing through your windshield breaking 
every bone in its worthless fucking body. What can | 
do to help? 


Were you ever abused by your parents? 
Yes. 
Do you feel like you can talk about it? 

Go on. 

Would you like to try? 

My father used to handcuff me to the bed and 
stick his fingers inside me when | was only twelve 
years old. 

How long did the abuse go on for? 

Years and years—! left home when | was eighteen 
but... when-ever | came home like for a holiday or 
whatever, he would still molest me. 

How long did that continue? 

Till just... the last time was about six months ago. 
What form of abuse—how does your father molest you 
now, or currently... this last time? 

He locks me in the bathroom. | know when it's 
going to happen. l'm too afraid to go to the bathroom 
in that place. This last time, | was sick and had to 
spend some time in the bathroom against my better 
judgment. He waited for me to open the door and 
then pushed his way in. | started to act violent but | 
was afraid to let me mom hear... and it doesn’t even 
matter that much anymore. 


What did he do? 

He sat me on the toilet and made me blow him. 
Why do you think you don't want your mother to hear? 

It would kill her. 

You don’t think she'd help you? 

| think she’d have to. | know she knows. 

Of course she does. Has she ever caught you and your 
father? 

She’s seen me running out of their bedroom 
naked. 

And she doesn't say anything? 

She sort of treats it like she’s either stupid or in 
denial. Or even sort of like me and dad are having an 
affair. 

Do you hate your father? 

Right now, | do. 

Not always, though? 

It's weird. | don’t know how | feel sometimes. 
He's good in some areas, in some places sometimes. | 
kinda know he loves me, he’s just really hurt himself. 
By the abuse or by events previous? 

| think he’s had a hard life. And the lines blur 
easily on him. 

When you're fellating him in the bathroom, you don't 
hate him? 

Should 1? 

It’s all up to what you feel—what goes through your 
mind? 

That | hope he cums quick. 

That's all? 

And that | wish he'd leave me alone. 

You locked the door. You said you didn't scream 
because of your mother. You must know you aren 't 
pleased with the situation. You didn’t want it to 
happen. 

| don’t want it to happen. But maybe because I've 
sucked so many other dicks | just don’t want to have 
to do another. 

Really? 

In a way, yeah, it’s just another dick. Another 
fucking asshole’s dick. 

Not necessarily your father's? 

Yeah, My father’s taken care of me in other ways 
and... | just fucking hate sex in that way, | guess; all 
these assholes are the same. 

Do you enjoy sex? 

No. | like the money and the sex doesn't bother 
me because of the money but | don't think I've ever 
liked it for its own sake. 

Do you think that might have something to do with 
your father raping you when you were twelve? 

Maybe. 

You were never allowed to know what real sex would 
be like. 

What is real sex? 

Well... maybe like real love or a moment of tenderness 


or caring or comfort. 

My dad pets my head afterward. 
Does he apologize? 

Sort of. He knows I’m a whore so | think he 
apologizes more for putting himself down to the level 
of my johns. 

What does he say? 

Oh dear, oh dear... he mumbles just about 
everything. | try not to listen. | just try and clean up 
my mouth and see if he dripped on my blouse. 

Do you think of him as down to that level? 

Yes. All men are pigs. 

Do you think men are incapable of caring or loving? In 
general? 

Well, | don't think it's manifest in sex, that's for 
sure. In general. 

Do you think that your feelings towards men were, or 
are, formed by the fact that your father started having 
sex with you when you were just twelve? 

Well, | don't know how | could change now. | 
guess | don’t know. He did. And this is how | feel. All 
the stuff you say about care and love means very little 
to me. In fact, it sounds foolish. | don’t believe in 
those things. 

What do you feel is the purpose of sex? 

| couldn't imagine that it ever had anything to do 
with love. But | don’t know those things—purpose, | 
mean; | don't believe in god, | don't believe in silly 
ideas like love, | don’t think anyone can believe in the 
purpose of such a thing. 

It just seems somehow stupid to me. 
You think men are stupid? 
Yes. As far as sex goes, definitely. 
Do you think women can enjoy sex? 

| don't see how. 

Certainly, you've had friends—girlfriends tell you that 
they enjoy sex? 

No, | don’t think so. If they talk that way—l 
mean, obviously, I’ve heard all about it every fucking 
day but | just leave or don't pay attention. Those 
people are obviously deluded or stupid. 

Our bodies work one way. The purpose of sex is to 
have babies. Why we're supposed to enjoy sex is 
totally beyond me. Cumming is just an animal thing. 
The same way as having a baby is. 

You don’t feel that you want to have a baby? 

No. 

Why is that? 

Why would anyone want one? | can't answer 
that—the cows | see with babies and all that; | just 
hate it. 

Hate is a strong word. 

Why am | supposed to just get in line with all 
these others? Why do you keep asking me these 
questions as if you know there’s only one way to act or 
exist? 


I'm just curious if you think your separation from 
everyone else—or from currently accepted social 
mores—is based on the abuse you suffered from years 
of being molested by your father. 

My mother’s put her fingers in me. 

And you don't think that could have changed the way 
you think about motherhood? 

Well, the truth is, I'm just kidding. | just thought 
you might like to hear that. | don't think my opinions 
have been forced on me irrationally. | see what goes 
on. My thinking isn’t clouded or reactionary. 

Why would you think | would want to hear it? 

| think you'd like to hear exactly what my dad did 
to me, really. How big his dick is and what he slipped 
inside of me and how many times he pumped and 
where he spewed and how he grabbed me and held 
me down and forced his way into my hairless little 
snatch. 

| know men. | know you. | can tell you what you 
think and how you act another way. That's what love 
and care is. Hypocritical masks. Like praying—acting 
as if you're thankful and honorable and grateful when 
you're only really asking for more or better things. l'm 
not stupid. | see you every day. I've sucked you off 
and you taste no better or worse than my dad. I've 
been paid for all parts of this body. I've been 
sectioned off and sold wholesale. | know what you 
want and even when you'll get unembarrassed enough 
to ask for it. 

| don’t know why men want to put their dicks in 
me. | don’t know why some are happy with just dicks 
and others want to use coke bottles. Why some look at 
my tits like they want to slice them off. Why some 
men want to piss on me or want me to piss on them, 
eat out my asshole or shit on my stomach. 

My father handcuffed me to the bed when | 
turned fifteen and | was starting to believe all the shit 
| heard in school—that this sort of thing was wrong, 
blah, blah, blah. He fucked me in the ass and made 
me swallow his cum that tasted like my shit and my 
cunt. He jammed his fingers into my fifteen-year-old 
asshole and then put ‘em all the way down my throat. 
I'm twenty years old for fuck’s sake and that 
motherfucker is making me suck his big dick in the 
car on the way to the airport. I'm on the fucking 
highway bent over my father’s lap licking and sucking 
his hard-on and squeezing his balls and hoping he 
cums before he kills me. His dick looks just like 
yours, motherfucker, and you don’t fool me for one 
fucking minute. You owe me even for just my time you 
cocksucker. 

My father gave me presents. 

And taught me lessons. He even fucking told me 
the same shit you do about caring and concern and 
love and respect. And | don’t believe it not because 
he fucked my tight little snatch and my sore little ass 


or my freshly made-up for the prom face. | don’t 
believe it because it’s not true. And the people who 
say it is true know it’s not but need to believe it 
‘cause they want to fuck the same holes. 

No matter what they say or how they act. No 
matter how others see them. They're all exactly the 
same. 
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